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	1. Chapter 1

**Helooooooooooooooooo!**

**I've set myself a target for this story and that's to give you guys longer chapters! It'll probably work for the first two chapters- three if we're lucky- then it'll go back down. Again. **

**Anyways, first off, before you should start the kids are around the age of 21 and it's set after How To Train Your Dragon 2 so Valka has been restored and 'sniffs' there's no 'chocks on sob' Stoick:'(**

'**Recomposes herself' anyway I won't keep you waiting… actually there's one more thing- I'm going to go back to weekly updates purely because I want to spend more time on this story and really concentrate on it; I think I rushed through the last one a bit so it wasn't at to my best ability. So every Wednesday… **

Chapter 1- Light Bulb

I jump down the stairs- well I say jumped but I more like hopped and stumbled and failed to jump down the stairs- into the kitchen where my eyes fell upon my mother. She turned and smiled.

"I'm going to nip out for a ride on Cloud jumper if that's okay with you chief?"

I give a weak smile, the soreness of my Father's death still rubbing off me even a year after the accident. "Of course that's okay. I would join you but the twins blew a hole in the Hofferson's house so I've got to go and fix it up."

"The '_Hofferson's'_? Why am I not surprised?" I scowl at her teasing. Everyone in the village knows about me and Astrid and my mother just _loves_ teasing me; well I say 'loves' she relishes in it. It's like it's her hobby. Teasing her only son! It's so not fair. Ruff and Snotlout don't get teased! Well I suppose Tuff kind of does. He complains very loudly and slips in snide comments about the relationship. The rest of us just stay out of it; better safe than sorry.

She smirks and slips out the door. Sighing I turn and grab a slice of bread and race outside, climbing smoothly onto Toothless. We fly like a bird over to the other end of the Island. I feel my heart swell with pride as I look over the village I now run. The village my Father had created. I felt my lips twitch up in a light smile. He had left us with pride.

Catching sight of Astrid's small house we land with a soft 'thump'. Slipping off, I rush over to the front door and give it a knock, ruffling my hair subconsciously as I go.

The door swings open revealing a smirking Astrid. "You just can't stay away from me can you?"

"I guess I can't." I reply before pulling her into me and pressing my lips to her soft ones. I felt her smile through my lips.

"Enough gushing you too! We have a roof to fix!" Astrid rolls her eyes as I reluctantly pull back.

"Oh shut it mum." Astrid moans as Miss Hofferson appears next to her daughter- a splitting image- shaking her head.

"Now young chief you wouldn't mind helping would you? I've already got Snotlout on the job but he'll never finish it before night and I don't want to be stealing the Ingerman's house again."

"Of course I will," I give Astrid a wink before slipping through the house and up the stairs toward the huge hole.

"Hey Hiccup!"

"Hi Snotlout. How are you doing?" I reply joining him with a hammer. I and Snotlout had never been close but after my Father's death he's been like my rock. Aside, that is, from Astrid. He's been helping me to run the village properly- I guess growing up has changed us all for the best.

"Great- I and Ruff get on like a house on fire. Well, aside from when Tuffnut and her start attacking each other."

I grin. Those two would never cease to stop fighting. We continue hammering in silence for a few minutes. I can't help but think about Drago- is he still alive? If so- where is he now? He reminds me so much of Dagur it's terrifying. The same torturous manner. The same cold and fearless eyes; eyes where only hate shines.

I close my eyes as memories of when Astrid had been taken by Dagur and I was left in the hall surface in the front of my head. It was so similar to the way Toothless had been taken by Drago yet so different. I felt like my heart had been broken both times. I was getting close to that stage. But Dagur had been dead for years and no one has spotted Drago in the past year.

I shake my head- I don't want to think about enemies. They're in the past. What's going to happen next? Now we have nothing to fight- what will we do? The dragon riders and I have been training for months and I've been busy with chief duties as well but what is it all leading to?

"What's going on in that mind of your Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the 3rd?"

"Huh?" I turn to see Astrid standing a cup of Coffee in her hands in the hole, Snotlout next to her slurping his coffee in delight.

"You're frowning like you do when you're concentrating ridiculously hard. Something's going on in there- I can tell. Spill it Hiccup?" I sigh and shake my head again.

"Nothing," I jump down and join her in the hole. Astrid passes me the coffee with raised eyebrows.

"What?"

"You're still thinking about something." She breathes a laugh. "Spill it."

I sigh. Why can she read everything about me from my facial expression?! "What's going to happen next Astrid? I mean we've fought of Dagur and Drago. Now what do we do?"

She thinks for a moment.

"I'm going to continue building guys!"

I barely acknowledge Snotlout's words. Astrid smiles then and pecks me on the cheek. "I guess we just get to grow up."

Xxxxxxxxxxxxxx

Astrid's words are still bothering me later that evening as I walk to Gobber's forge.

"Hiya Hiccup! I haven't seen you in ages!"

I grin. "I guess chief duties have just kept me away."

Gobber shakes his head. "It's hard. You should have seen your father when he first became chief. It was bad. He was like a fish on land! You've taken to it pretty good."

"Really?" I raise my eyebrows remembering the incident not long ago when I had tried to christen a child and forgot the words half way through the speech; it was so embarrassing. I really messed up on that one.

"Well," He starts and I know he's remembering the same thing. "Some things just take getting used to."

"I suppose," I agree. That's when I spot it. The gem. "Whose is that?" I ask frowning at the sky blue gem on Gobber's counter.

"Oh, I found that on the eastern beach the other day while scavenging. Pretty isn't it?"

I find my eyes glued to the crystal sapphire. It's beautiful. That's when her image springs to mind. Astrid Hofferson. Her eyes like crystal sapphire orbs. I pick the delicate structure up in my hands and her slender hands come to view- wound in my own. This would look perfect on her.

Then the light bulb turns on.

I close my eyes. _I guess we just get to grow up. _My face splits into a grin. What would Astrid look like walking down an aisle? What would she look like dressed in a white dress? No that's ridiculous- I tell myself. But what would she look like? An angel? My angel. Wait, would she say yes? What if she said no? This is insane! Yet…

I could make her a gold base for the ring and place the Sapphire on top. It would match her eyes so perfectly. Even if she said no she could keep the ring, right?

I dash toward the left over metal box and am rewarded with a shining gold strip of metal that's buried deep within the box. My heart soars. I am going to ask Astrid to marry me. Are we old enough? 21 is old enough right? Of course it is- mum and dad got married when they were 20. We've been going out for 6 years. God she told me she loved me when I was 16 then when I was 17 she wound her way into my bed while I was getting better from torture with Dagur. And I can barely count the times she's slipped randomly into my bed over the past few years. I couldn't even dream about being with someone other than Astrid. Does she feel the same way? Excitement bubbles in my stomach. I hear a cough behind me and spin around to reveal Gobber looking at me with a knowing glance.

"Thinking about making a ring with that sapphire are you?" I don't even have to look in Gobbers make- shift, cracked mirror on the wall to know I've gone bright red.

"She can't know, promise me Gobber." I say in earnest.

"I promise. How are you going to measure her fingers though?"

"Oh I'm not sure I guess I'll just have to catch her when she falls asleep. She does that a lot when we go for a picnic."

Gobber raises his eyebrows again. "Oh shut up." I mumble.

"Won't you have your hands full planning for Snoggletog though? First year being chief at Snoggletog- it has to be a good one."

I gasp. "That's it! I could propose to her on Snoggletog! I've got to go Gobber and plan all of this!" I leap from the forge leaving Gobber's shouts behind me. I rush through the dusky streets until…

Bam!

"Ahhh!

"Woah!"

"Hiccup?" Her delicate yet strong hands steady me.

"Astrid! Hey… erm Hi. What are you doing out?"

"Erm… walking?"

"Ha-ha, very funny." I deadpanned.

She cracks a smile. "So what's happened to make you run around the village in the dark?"

"Erm… well …Snoggletog's coming up." I say quickly. Well it's not a lie. "Erm… Gobber reminded me and I was just going to plan a few things."

She shakes her head. "Don't get too carried away okay? Knowing you you'll paint the great hall walls with pictures of dragons wearing Snoggletog hats. "

I snort. "I don't think I'd go that far, would I?" She just raises her eyebrows again. "Okay maybe I would."

She shakes her head and turns to leave but not before I lower my head and lean down capturing her lips in my own before she can disappear; she squeals- half in shock. I earn a smack on my shoulder as we pull away from each other.

"You made me give a girly squeal." She growls.

"Yeah, cause everyone knows I'm the only one who can manipulate you."

"You can NOT manipulate me!"

"Oh really?" I challenge. I grab her waist and push her against a wall; placing my hands on either side of her- trapping her in.

"Hiccup!"

I wink at her.

"Since when did you get so confident?!" She whines.

"Since when did you get so whiney?" I retort.

"Hey!" She goes to smack my shoulder again but not before I edge closer- my face merely millimetres from her own. Her eyes widen at my closeness. My- now quite muscled if I do say so myself- arms encircle her waist.

"Since I grew up," I whisper before bending down and kissing her smooth skin long, sweet and tenderly along her jawline and down her neck. Astrid moans and tilts her head back. I grin at the effect I'm having on her. She will hate me after this. My hands trail down to her thighs and she lifts her leg up and hooks it round the back of my own. I angle myself so most of her weight is taken by the wall I'd pressed her into.

I return to her lips kissing her passionately until I felt the rim of her tongue edging past my teeth.

Finally I broke apart, both of us were gasping for air. I turn and smile at her, pressing my forehead to hers.

"Well that was…" She started trailing off.

"Different?" I finished.

She pushed me away from her lightly then punched me on the shoulder. I merely grinned.

She growled. "That was for trapping me and… erm…"

"Leaving you at a loss for words cause I'm so awesome at kissing."

"Oh shut up you!" I earned another smack on the shoulder which only caused me to grin harder and for her to growl more.

Suddenly she threw herself at me taking me totally by surprise and kissed me again trailing her hands through my hair. I moaned the feel of her slender finders scrapping through my auburn waves. She dragged herself back. "And that was for everything else." Winking again she turned on her heal and sauntered down the street.

Smiling, on top of cloud nine, I made my way through the empty dark streets and back to the house. My head buzzing with the feel of Astrid's lips on my own. Maybe, just maybe, she'll be my angel someday. My fingers cross over behind my back as the sun slips below the horizon- ending an old day but starting a fresh hope...

**Aw! They're gonna get married! Yay! Well only if Astrid says yes…**

**So I'll see you guys next Wednesday- I always feel like I should put a massive paragraph of stuffs to talk about but I can never think of anything…**

**Anyways let me know what you think of this chapter in da icle review box below;D Was the fluff okay? I'm usually rubbish at fluff so let me know if it was okay;)**


	2. Chapter 2- Confession

**Helooooo readers! How are ye all? I don't really have much to say today so….**

Chapter 2- Confession

I can't keep the smile off my face as we walk- hand in hand- across the sun kissed autumn fields.

"So- how are the snoggletog preparations going? Decided which dragons you're painting on the wall yet?" Astrid jokes, her golden locks flowing freely across her face. For once she's let her hair down- it flows in spirals down her back like a water fall. _Angel _is the word continually spinning round my head.

"They're going great. I was really thinking I could paint a massive Gronckle eating its Snoggletog hat on the ceiling. I think it would add a nice touch." I say seriously.

Of course it will- you keep telling yourself that darling."

"_Darling_?" I ask.

She snorts. "It's what Snotlout calls Ruffnut. I think he thinks he's being 'sweet' by calling her that. Ruff just thinks it's stupid- like me."

"So you're taking 'love life' inspiration from Snotlout." I ask, raising my eyebrows.

"No! And who's to say it's 'love life' inspiration."

"Er… me?" I venture.

Astrid rolls her eyes again. "So where are you taking me?"

"Erm… right here," I stop in the middle of the meadow.

"Here?"

"Yup!"

"Okay, if you say so," We make our selves comfortable on the soft grassy ground and she rests her head on my shoulder. My arm weaves its way round to cradle her back.

"So…" Her hands wound their way around my neck. "What's the treat Hiccup?"

"Well," I start. "I was going to suggest a picnic but if you have other plans…" I wink as I trail off.

"I think I may have other plans," She whispers leaning in for a tender kiss.

Xxxxxxxxxxxxxx

I sigh as I stare down at her sleeping face. The sunset casts an orange glow over the field and it rebounds off her waves of hair; giving it a sun kissed glow. My plan had worked perfectly. Spend a day in the meadow with Astrid, and then as the sun sets, get her to fall asleep in my arms. Her ruby lips twitch up in a smile from her dream. I give a goofy grin- she's so beautiful.

I take my sketchbook from my bag and take her hand in mine. Her slender fingers wrap around my hand in response and hold it loosely. I sketch slowly- measuring it to the precise point and curve of her fingertips. It's not long before it gets too dark to see the paper but I've got what I needed: Astrid's hand so I can measure what size the ring needs to be. Shoving everything in my bag I swing it over my shoulder and hoist Astrid into my arms. She stirs slightly but stays asleep.

I trudge through the dusky forest until I reach the village. Gently, I nudge her door open and walk straight into her house. I catch sight of her mother lying asleep on the sofer as I tiptoe up the stairs. Carefully, I lower her into the bed and brush her bangs from her eyes. I kiss her gently on her forehead and creep out the house; closing the door silently behind me.

Xxxxxxxxxxxxxx

The next day I'm down to business and back in the forge. Measuring, melting then moulding the ring shape till it's perfect. I wish I could check if it fits Astrid before Snoggletog but that would give it all away. I glance up at the calendar on the wall. Three days until Snoggletog. Why do I always leave everything till last minute?

Gently, I take the sapphire from a leather hatch in my flight suite and fix it carefully onto the ring. Done. I sigh as I look at the delicate structure sitting comfortably in my hand. Astrid will definitely look like an angel. Now I've just got to start Snoggletog. And fast.

Xxxxxxxxxxxxxx

It's always fun hanging up the Snoggletog decorations for both Viking and Dragon. It certainly hasn't changed this year. My eyes swivel round the square: The Snoggletog tree stands tall and proud in the centre and Nadders surround it shoot spikes into the icy air to hang up colourful shields. Strings of holly dangle from house to house. The smell of backing wafts from house swimming into my mouth making it water. Thor I love Snoggletog.

"Hiya chief," People call from every direction. I nod my head in acknowledgement to each of them as I walk through the village centre then slip slyly into Gobber's forge.

"Great decorations this year, huh Hiccup?" Gobber calls from deep within his maze.

"Yeah I guess. I just wish dad could be here to share it all," I reply with a sad smile staring at the village with proud eyes.

"Don't we all but he's watching over you Hiccup- don't you ever doubt it." He says climbing out his junk cupboard and placing his hands on my shoulders.

I give him a thankful smile. "Thanks Gobber. For everything you've ever done."

He nods gruffly and turns to pick up some holly woven reefs. "You wouldn't mind putting these up for me would you?" Instead of waiting for an answer he dumps the pile into my hands.

"Erm… okay." My voice sounds muffled through all the leaves.

"Great! See ya later!"

I stumble then make my way unsteadily from the forge.

"You sure you can manage their chief?" My lips twitch up in a smile as Astrid's head pops out from one side of the bramble like branches.

"Yeah I think so. Why? Didn't you think my muscular arms could handle it?" I challenge.

"Your '_muscular arms'_?"

"Yes my 'muscular arms.'" I say trying, and failing, to flex my biceps through the leaves. She just rolls her eyes.

"If you say so!" she says as she turns and walks across the square.

"Oh come on! Not even a kiss!" I call after her.

She grins mischievously then disappears around the edge of the Snoggletog tree. I fake pout to myself. Of course she was going to do that. Why am I asking her to marry me again? I smile to myself as a million reasons as to why I'm asking Astrid to marry me pop into my head.

Smiling to myself I stride from house to house placing up Gobber's reefs until….

BAM.

"Ahhhh!"

"Ahhh!"

"Fishlegs?"

"Erm… hi Hiccup!"

I pick myself up off the snow caped ground and help Fishlegs to his feet. We're surrounded by leaves. "What are you doing? Shouldn't you be in the square with everyone else?" I ask.

"Erm… I guess. Well… what are you doing sneaking round the houses?"

"_Sneaking_ round the houses?"

"Opps, I mean wandering round the houses." Fishlegs stumbles.

"It's okay Fish," I breathe a laugh at Fishlegs' horrified face. "I kind of look like I'm sneaking around but I'm putting all these reefs up for Gobber ready for Snoggletog. I think this year's going to be a good year even without dad." I say thinking of Astrid's cheeky smile as she disappeared around the edge of the Snoggletog tree.

"I guess it will be." Fishlegs smiles but though his face looks happy Fishlegs can't deceive me.

I frown, "What's up Fish?"

"Er nothing!" He squeaks.

"Fishlegs what's the matter? I know there's something up. Anyone can fake a smile but if your eyes haven't got a light in them then you're not happy."

"Erm…." His voice wobbles as he tries to hold the secret in.

"Fishlegs?"

"Er… It's Snotlout and Ruffnut! They kiss everywhere and it's not fair! Snotlout just wants to rub the fact that he has a girlfriend in my face! All he wants from Ruffnut is to kiss and have a cool girlfriend. Ruffnut's just scared to say no! And she's so beautiful_ and_ with Snotlout. And Snotlout always gets everything and I'm always left with nothing!" He clamps his hand over his mouth as if revealing his secret will destroy the world.

I place my hands on his shoulders as his eyes well up, he fruitlessly tries to hold them down, and guide him to a log and sit him down. "So basically you like Ruffnut and are worried about her being with Snotlout?" I ask softly.

He gives his head a quick nod. "He always gets everything." He mumbles.

"Have you told Ruffnut that you like her?"

"Are you insane? She'd hate me!"

"You don't know that," I reply.

"Of course she would. She thinks I'm weak which means Snotlout will get her- because he's strong- and I'll be stuck with Meatlug for the rest of my life. Not that I don't like Meatlug but she's not my girlfriend she's my pet. I want someone close and to confide in like you and Astrid. You're like soulmates always joking and slipping in a kiss. You're perfect for each other and now Snotlout's got Ruff. And the fish is left with nothing."

"Don't say that and don't give up. Tell her you like her and see what she says. You can't hang around waiting for her. Do something about it. To be honest Fishlegs Ruff hasn't looked too happy about being with Snotlout lately. Start by asking her how the relationship's going and just see what she says."

Fish nods. "Thanks Hiccup and I'll speak to her at Snoggletog." At the mention of this event my lips twitch up in a smile. "So how are you and Astrid doing?" Fishlegs asks relaxing slightly.

"We're doing great." I say thinking of the sapphire gem atop of a golden, shining ring.

"Well I should get going- I need to take Meatlug for a flight." He says getting up.

"Okay, I'll see you later then."

"Yeah, thanks chief!"

Xxxxxxxxxxxxxx

The large torches that coat the great hall walls are almost blinding. The small wooden box in which I've placed Astrid's ring presses against my hip reminding me all the time.

A feeling of elation fills me as my eyes roam the 'fast filling up' great hall that's smothered in Snoggletog decorations. What would dad think? Is he proud? Children's cries of joy can't help but twist my mouth up in a smile. Of course dad would be proud.

That's when my eyes catch onto her deep sea green dress. Clinging to her curves and flowing down to her ankles. A small sapphire flower shaped clip holds up her fringe but the rest of her hair hangs in curls down her narrow back.

There is no doubt about it: Astrid Hofferson is an angel.

Deep blue orbs entwine with my own and I stiffen with nerves and exhale deeply through my mouth as she steps up beside me. "Hiya H!" She says punching me 'lightly' on the shoulder. "How you doin'?"

"You mean beside the shoulder wound that is turning purple as we speak?"

"Oh stop overreacting!" She scoffs; her eyes dancing in the candle light as they circle the hall. "Wow, you guys have done one heck of a good job this year at decorating. Oh and look at the food table!" Her eyes pass over the massive long table that's set up with hundreds of goblets and traditional Snoggletog dishes.

"Well, I had to get it better than last year. I had to beat dad."

She takes my hand in hers. "You know all the chiefs probably say that and the year they become chief the village had the best Snoggletog they've ever had. Then the next year they have the worst."

"Oh no not me my lady," I joke. "The Horrendous Haddock is going to storm _all_ Snoggletog's."

"I seriously doubt that. I bet next year you'll forget about Snoggletog completely because you'll be too busy designing a new tail for Toothless."

"Yeah I'll be designing Toothless a new tail _for Snoggletog._"

"I'm still betting that you'll forget."

"Okay… how much?" I challenge.

"Seriously, you're being serious?"

"You were the one that suggested the 'betting'."

"I meant it in expression!"

"So you're not rising to the challenge? Well if that's the case then I win. I'll not forget about Snoggletog next year."

"Yes you will!" She says fighting back a smile.

"But you're too scared to bet which means you think I won't really forget." I smile slyly and go to turn away.

"Wait I bet… erm 5 pounds that you'll forget." She says regaining her posture.

"Deal." I say shaking our already attached hands. The ring presses against my waist.

As if on cue Gobber strikes up the 'Snoggletog band' that he conducts every year. To be fair he's quite good at it. Music blasts out the instruments and circles the hall. Couples twirl onto the dance floor in unison.

I turn to face Astrid and hold out my hand. "May we have this dance?" I ask.

She rolls her eyes and grabs my hand practically tossing me into the dancing space in the great hall. I stumble momentarily on my prosthetic causing a few onlookers to giggle. Astrid hooks her hands in mine and we rock and fail to dance to the jolty music that rebounds off the hall walls.

I, of course, am the first to miss a step and tumble into Astrid knocking her backwards into none other than the dragon riders table.

"Ahh! Hiccup you idiot."

"Stupid foot!" I mumble kicking it on the table. Astrid once again rolls her eyes but this time she leans up and pecks me on my cheek turning round to face Tuffnut and Fishlegs.

"Where're Snotlout and Ruffnut?" She asks.

"I dunno," Tuff replies.

I see Fish look down at the ground at the mention of Snotlout and Ruffnut and give him a reassuring smile and wink. He nods at me, sitting up straight.

"Probably dancing," I say. "Come on Astrid lets go." And with that I drag her back onto the dance floor- the ring pressing uncomfortably against my thigh.

We must have danced to jolty Snoggletog carols for at least half an hour before Gobber strikes up a slow sweet sounding song. Astrid hooks her hand around my neck and mine rest respectfully on her waist. The more the song goes on the closer we get. I gulp as the ring presses, once again, uncomfortably against me. "Astrid…" I whisper. He lips are close enough for me to feel her breath tickling my face.

"Yes?" She reply's softly her eyes warm.

"I need to ask you something." I gulp again. What if she says no? What then? But what if she says yes? Am I ready? Is she ready? Maybe this was a bad idea.

"Well…? What's the question?"

"Erm… do you love me?" Oh Thor why did I ask that?

"Of course I do." She smiles lightly and kisses me softly yet slowly on my lips. My hands wind their way around her back then I pull away slightly. "Was that all?"

"No… there's erm one more thing."

"And that is…?"

I take a deep breath and get down on one knee.

**Dun dun DUN! I'm sorry for my cruelty guys but I have to leave you hanging on for another chapter;) It was a cliff-hanger I could not miss. I apologise now. But never fear you'll find out what Astrid says next Wednesday…**

**Also how do you guys like the Fishlegs and Ruffnut and Snotlout problem. I didn't want all the focus to be on Hicstrid so I thought I'd add in the 'Fishlegs problem'. Was that a good move? Let me know in the reviews ;D**


	3. Chapter 3- Vows (Part 1)

**I am so so sorry this is late guys. Basically I got ill on Sunday and I've been off school a lot his week and I haven't had much time to write the chapter. So I've managed to write the first part of chapter 3. I was going to wait until I'd written it all and update when I had but I think you guys deserve an update- the reviews and response to this story has been amazing, thank you. So yeah I haven't had time to write the whole chapter as I've been ill so this is just half of chapter 3. I'll try and update again next Wednesday but I'm not going to promise anything.**

Chapter 3- Vows (part 1)

You could hear a pin drop. He takes a box out from his suite and opens it in front of me. The most dazzling, beautiful sapphire ring sits in the centre. I know what's coming next and I'm right:

"Astrid Hofferson you are the most amazing person in the world and I couldn't love you any more than I do. You mean the world to me-"

Hiccup's cut off by a huffy Toothless nudging his face to get his attention. If I wasn't so overcome by shock I might have laughed along with everyone else in the hall. But I only have eyes for my Hiccup and my lips only have room for a star-struck smile. "Ahh! Toothless get away… yeah you mean the world to me too bud but just hold on a minute…" He pushes Toothless away- who sighs in annoyance- recomposes himself, and turns back to me.

"Will you marry me?" He blurts it out like if he hadn't it would have exploded in his mouth.

"Oh Thor, no," I whisper.

The light in his eye seems to go out like a light bulb. "Okay…"

"Wait no I meant yes." I blurt out.

"I thought you just said no." He says confusion edging onto his face and a small bit of light entering his eye. The rest of the hall stares at us in confusion.

"No I meant, cause I was so shocked, like 'no this can't be happening'… in a good way."

"I just confused." He deadpans.

"Me too," I reply as the rest of the hall gives the two of us knowing smiles.

"I'm just going to ask you again." He says getting back down on his knee.

"Good idea."

Will you marry me?"

"Yes!" I yell throwing myself into his arms.

"Wah!" He stumbles back and we land in a heap on the floor. But I don't give him time to get up before I've locked my lips in his own. His hand slides across my back and he deepens the kiss. I can feel the excitement radiating of his skin.

It's when we hear the cough I know to be Gobber's that we detach ourselves and stand up unsteadily to face the whole of the great hall staring at us with amusement- even the kids. I feel my face heat up slightly. Oh no- I'm turning into Hiccup already.

"Congrats then you two." Gobber says gruffly patting Hiccup on the back so hard he stumbles forward: Unfortunately he stubbles straight into me knocking me into a large bowl of pie.

"Wah! Hiccup!"

"Gobber you idiot!

He lands on top of me. "We're getting really close tonight."

"Yeah I guess we are." I reply.

"This proposal worked great!" Hiccup said, sarcasm laying his voice as he pulls me out of the sticky mess.

"It was you Hiccup and it was perfect," I say pecking him on the lips.

"I think you need to clean yourself up a bit Astrid." I hear Valka say behind me.

"Oh, opps yeah…" I say looking down at my pie covered dress. And I tried so hard to keep it perfect…. "That sounds like a plan."

"Oh my baby," My mother's voice floats down to me from my side.

"Mum!" She goes to hug me and I take a step back my eyes on my sticky dress.

"Oh I don't care my baby's going to get married," She cries squashing me in a hug.

Okay… erm thanks mum. I… I can't breathe mum..."

"Oh sorry dear," She replies.

Hiccup grins at me then looks down at my dress. "Sorry about that." He says grimacing slightly. "Go blame Gobber."

"Oh I will," I wink back at him, as Valka congrats her son, and tiptoe over to a Gobber- who is coincidently standing next to a table holding a lot of pie. I shove him forward before he knows what hit him, sending him- and his drink- flying into a sticky mess. Then I race out the hall- the village's laughter trailing behind me.

My face flushed and my heart soaring I walk briskly through the cool evening air. I'm marrying Hiccup. I'm marrying the most intelligent amazing person in the world. I'm marrying my hero. I. Am. Marrying. Hiccup. Horrendous. Haddock. The. Third. Oh Thor. "I love you Hiccup."

"And I love you too." I smile as Hiccup's arms encircle me from behind. My sticky dress gets lost in our thoughts and we entwine our lips.

The stars shine much brighter than usual that night.

**Sorry If this half a chapter wasn't to the best of my ability. You can blame the microbes for making people ill….**

**Anyhow Astrid said yes! **

**(After I tricked you guys… 'Cue evil laugh… Muahahahaha')**

**YAHOO! DA GONNA GET MARRIED! DIS IS AWESOME HICSTRID! **

**Don't forget to review!;)**


	4. Chapter 3- Vows (Part 2)

**Firstly I am SO SO sorry I didn't get this up on Wednesday. I've just got so much to do at the moment. Hopefully I'll get more time during half term but I have a feeling my teachers are going to be extra cruel this half term... Oh well, I guess it'll only get harder so I may as well make the most of the time I've got now:) Anyway this chapter follows on from the last chapter. I'll try and get the whole of chapter 4 up on Wednesday. It shouldn't be too hard a chapter to write and after chapter 4 things start to heat up a bit then we're going to add some more flames to the fire and we're going to get to the action and my cruelty to fictional characters ladies and gentlemen ;D Oh and just before you start reading I start from Astrid's point of view then switch to Hiccup then back to Astrid then Hiccup etc.**

Chapter 3- Vows (Part 2)

6 months later

I stand in front of the mirror staring at my pale reflection. I look like I've just seen a ghost. It's just Hiccup, I tell myself. It's not like I'm getting married to some stranger I just met. It's Hiccup. I'm marrying the man I love. I restrain myself from thinking 'boy I love' Hiccup's no longer a boy even though he has a tendency to act like one- especially when he gets one of his 'genius' ideas. I smile at my reflection almost reassuringly.

My strapless dress is a pale blue colour that swings in curls around my hips and legs then spreads outwards onto the wooden floor beneath my feet. The flat pumps I insisted I wear look dull in comparison to the beauty my dress transforms me into. I don't look like myself. I look like a new person. Is this what marriage does? Transform you into something different? The person I see staring back at me in the mirror looks beautiful and grown up and even vulnerable. I am not vulnerable. I sigh. I am getting married. Why aren't I staring into the mirror with flushed cheeks and a beam that lights up my whole face? I am just nervous, I tell myself. But I know it's a lie.

The door creaks open and I turn to face my mother standing in the doorway. "Are you ready?" She asks.

I bite my lip and nod but she sees through me. She always does.

She comes in, her feet barely making any sound on the dark wooden floor, and perches on the bed. She pats the space next to her and I slip onto the bed entwining my hands nervously as I stare at the floor. "You know, before I married your father I was terrified. Not because of your father, but because I was scared that marriage would change the relationship. Make it more serious and hard. I thought with all the decisions we were going to have to make it would change us both and in doing so pull us apart. I didn't want your father to become someone I didn't know just because we vowed to live together and share.

Things will change as you face challenges that come with growing up together, but you'll get through them as long as you have each other to lean on. You love Hiccup and he loves you Astrid. That is one thing that will never change. And that's what you need to think about when you walk down that isle. There's a saying: Yesterday is history, tomorrow is a mystery but today is a gift- that is why it is called the present Astrid. Treasure today's gift. Don't be afraid of the mystery. Let yourself go. You'll both change but your changes will only pull you closer. They won't tear you apart as I feared on the day I married your father." She stands and kisses my forehead. "I love you."

I stare as her form retreats into the hallway. Is that what I was afraid of? Being different after getting married? I turn back to the mirror as my mother's words sink into my consciousness. She's right. Any challenge we face is only going to pull us together. I inhale deeply and stand up strong and proud. I am marrying Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the 3rd. I am marrying the chief of berk. I am marrying the clumsiest being in the world- of course we're not going to change. Hiccup will always be Hiccup (the clumsiest being in the world). His experiences have only made him who he is. Just like my experiences have made me strong and in a way devious. I smile as the light I've been searching for enters my eye. I turn on my heel and walk swiftly from the room.

Xxxxxxxxxxxxxx

I'm marrying Astrid Hofferson. I am marrying Astrid Hofferson. _I am marrying Astrid Hofferson._ Oh Gods. I am marrying an _angel. Literally._ I stand, my hands clasped tightly together, next to Gobber- who has agreed to perform the ceremony been as the chief is absent getting married himself- at the end of the isle which my bride will walk down any second now and I know my breath will abandon me and my knees will weaken considerably. Thor I hope I don't fall over. I remind myself that even though Astrid is invincible she's probably nervous too. I gulp as the great hall doors open and she walks in surrounded by her glittering bridesmaids. But my eyes only have room for one angel.

There are no words to describe her beauty. Her crystal dress flows around her body, clasping to her in all the right places making my knees weaken as I knew they would. Her sapphire eyes are strong yet vulnerable and I feel a wave of protectiveness. This is _my_ bride and I _will_ protect her at any cost. She smiles at me her cheeks radiating a warm rosy glow. I take her hand as she sweeps up onto the platform. The pews are filled with villagers staring up at us with excitement but they're all invisible to me.

Xxxxxxxxxxxxxx

My hands shake slightly within Hiccup's but he squeezes slightly and gives me a reassuring smile. His eyes are bright and hopeful like a freshly born sun. Gobber starts to speak but I'm barely listening. The words "I do" escape my lips as I stare at Hiccup's emerald orbs and messy hair. I smile to myself imagining Hiccup trying desperately to pat his hair down with no success. I feel the urge to ruffle it up further but I resist. I can embarrass my husband later.

Xxxxxxxxxxxxxx

"I do," I almost whisper my eyes locked onto Astrid's deep mysterious eyes which hold a hint of mischievousness. Oh no- now what has she planned…

"You may now kiss the bird, Ahem bride. Sorry spelling mistake." Gobber mutters his face turning the colour of a tomato as he stares down at the book.

Astrid snorts and I fail to supress a grin. I cup my hand under her cheek and lift her face up to mine. Her hands trail round my back and our lips press against each other almost hungrily.

Xxxxxxxxxxxxxx

I break away from Hiccup; a beam, that I can't seem to erase off my face, glowing like flames.

"I love you," I whisper as the village children throw rice over our heads causing Hiccup to jump back in shock and promptly slip over the settling rice itself, face planting onto the floor. This brings out a burst of laughter from the villager filled pews as they watch as their chief's face slowly turns the same colour as Gobber's.

"I just ruined the moment didn't I?" He says from beneath my feet.

"Yup! But it wouldn't be our wedding if you didn't face plant at some point."

"I have a feeling this isn't the first time I'm going to face plant this evening," He says as I pull him from the floor.

"Unfortunately I think that's true." I say with a grin.

**Awww! Day got mawied! I've wanted to write that scene for so long!:D Just want to ask you guys if the start was okay? I've never got married myself (thank Thor) and I went kind of deep and dark in a way and I was just wondering if it worked? After all I guess fanfiction's about trial and error:) **


	5. Chapter 4- A Lovers Kiss

**I am SO SO SO SO SO SO SO SO SO SO SO SO SO SO SO SO SO SO SORRY! I've just been really busy these past couple of months and haven't had time for anything! I apologise from the bottom of my heart! It might take another week or two for me to get the next chapter up after this one which I also apologise for in advance. I'll try to get back on track soon- I should have a lot of time when it gets to Easter though which means I should be able to get a few chapters up then. Once again I'm so sorry guys…. **

Chapter 4- A lovers Kiss

Astrid's view 4 months later:

"You're hu-hun-gry this morning," I hear Hiccup yawn from the kitchen doorway.

"Yeah I guess," I reply, my voice Hiccup's opposite- alert and full of energy. "I might go out to the woods today and throw a few axes, you coming?"

"Somehow I don't think you'd get many axes thrown with me Astrid."

"And we all know whose fault that is." I say with a cheeky grin as Hiccup slumps down at our kitchen table.

"Oh really?" His voice is still muffled with sleep and I have to force myself not to laugh at his half asleep- half provoking voice.

"Yes really."

Hiccup grins lopsidedly; pushes back his chair and strides over to me- his tiredness seemingly forgotten.

It had been like this almost every morning for months. We would flirt, we would kiss, and we would finally come to our senses and practically run away from each other. But I didn't mind. I loved things just the way they were: perfect.

I sigh as I walk through the town centre, folk nodding their heads in acknowledgement as I pass. One of the, rather unfortunate, things about becoming a wife is being a 'house wife.' I.e. cooking, cleaning, washing, shopping, gardening and the list goes on. Yeah I guess it keeps me busy but Thor it's boring. Though I suppose I'm a _slightly_ better cook than Hiccup. When Hiccup tried he was begging the Gods to set his house on fire. Unfortunately it worked but we put it out before any damage to our new house could be created. I usually just 'invite' mum over every few days then trick her into helping me cook. She falls for it perfectly! I'm such a good 'house wife'.

Inhaling a bunch of fresh air my slender fingers close around the bakery door handle.

That's when it happens.

I gasp as the world spins around me in a whirlwind and clutch the handle for support as spots dance before my eyes. I groan and blink a few times as the splotches of colour slowly dissipate from my vision. Taking a few steadying breaths I straighten up.

"You okay?" I hear a familiar voice drawl behind me.

I jump and swing round in shock: Ruffnut. Oh Thor had she just seen me half collapse in the bakery doorway? Had anyone else? My eyes dart around the square but no one seems to have noticed me.

"Hey Ruff… Erm… yeah I'm great you?" I stumble, still feeling dizzy and very confused. What in Thor's name had just happened to me?

"You sure? You look _really _pale," she drones on, nodding her head.

"I'm fine Ruff; just feeling a bit dizzy."

"Okay… You wanna pop over to mine?"

"Yeah sure, I just need to pick up some bread- seriously it's all that Hiccup eats." I say relief flooding me- Ruff dropped the subject.

She gives me a half smile and nods. "I'll come in with you, I feel like taunting Tuff with a massive cake."

I turn toward the shop only just noticing that my hand is still gripping the handle like a lifeline. I jerk my hand back, straighten up, and stroll into the bakery; still shaking of the dizziness and weird feeling.

"Hey Fish!" Ruff shouts as we walk in.

"Ow!" I yelp. "That was right in my ear!"

"Oh sorry," She says barely giving me a glance, instead jumping up on the counter impatiently.

"Where's Fish?" She demands staring at Fishlegs' mum who also seems quite startled by Ruffs outgoing manner.

"Oh he's just in the back room love," She replies steadily. "I can get you anything if you want?"

"Nah I'll wait for the legs." She cranes her head toward the closed back door.

Shaking my head I turn to Fish's mum. "Can I have two fresh loafs of bread please?"

"Sure thing hon; normal size?"

I nod and get out my purse.

BANG! "I'm here! What is it Ruffnut? Are you okay? Did something happen?" Silence meets Fishlegs' jumping expression as his concern filled eyes land on Ruffnut.

"Chill Fishy I'm great! Can you make me a massive cake so I can taunt Tuff with it while eating half of it then chuck the last half in his face. Please?"

Fishlegs nods his head so fast I'm surprised it didn't fall off. I smile lightly to myself; they are so perfect for each other. Ruffnut _has_ to dump Snotlout.

"Thanks for the invite Ruff but I should be getting back. I've got the washing to do." I say turning to Ruff eager to leave the two of them alone to chat.

"Fun!" Ruff's sarcastic comment fills my ear as I thank Fish's mum and turn toward the door.

"See you guys later!" I give Fish a reassuring wink as I leave. He turns pink.

The only things to keep me company as I walk back toward our house later on are my thoughts- which means what happened outside the bakery. I frown to myself and my teeth press down at my lips on their own accord- why did I go all dizzy? Am I ill? But I feel fine now. I decide not to tell Hiccup; he'll just get worried and start begging me to go to Lily- Berk's healer. I push it to the back of my mind and try not to think about it but it swims to the surface of my head ever so often. Like a piece of hair that won't disappear. Something isn't right.

Xxxxxxxxxxxxxx

My eyes flutter open to the warmth of Hiccup's body resting by my side and the glitter of sunlight dissolving through the curtains.

I snuggle closer to Hiccup's form suddenly feeling clingy and as light as a butterfly. Things couldn't get better: I had a beautiful husband, a lovely house, and perfect friends- well almost perfect. I sigh into Hiccup's hair.

Abruptly I feel a wave of nausea and shoot out of bed, my bare feet smacking the floor as I race downstairs into the kitchen, and throw up in the sink.

Groaning I clutch my forehead. Immediately I hear the step- thump of Hiccup stumbling downstairs. "Astrid! Are you okay!?"His voice is coated with worry and terror. I feel a wave of affection for Hiccup- my perfect sweetheart.

"Uh huh," I say closing my eyes. I feel his comforting hand on my back and smile lightly. "Can you grab my hair please?" I whisper. Instantly his gentle fingers are scooping my hair back from my face.

He's silent for a moment- he's probably waiting for my next command or unsure of what to do next. Usually I'd smile at this but now all I feel is a wave of anger. Couldn't he at least get me a flannel?

"Are you going to do anything to help?" My voice comes out harsh and abrupt. He jumps slightly at the change in my attitude.

"Erm… yeah what do you want me to do? I can go and get you a flannel but they're in the other room so you'll have to grab your hair." His voice is hurried and nervous and I feel a wave of guilt.

"Yes please I've got my hair," I mumble.

"Okay." He kisses the top of my head hesitantly before hurrying out the room. He returns in seconds. I clean myself up, go for a quick bath and brush my teeth.

I glance at my face in the mirror. I look completely normal- I even have my usual flushed pink cheeks and I don't feel ill at all. I frown at my reflection. What's wrong with me?

Xxxxxxxxxxxx

After lots of nagging from Hiccup for me to stay inside and rest I finally get out the house using the excuse that fresh air will help me.

Swiftly, I walk to Ruffnut's my confusion only mounting as my thoughts build, making me feel weak and dumb. I punch at Ruff and Tuff's spiky door until Ruff yanks it open nearly gaining a punch in the face. "Thor woman- what's up with you?"

"Can we talk?"

"Yeah sure as long as you promise not to kill me," Ruff says her drawl flat and devoid of emotion.

"Are you okay Ruff?" I ask, the feisty attitude I'd walked over here with forgotten.

"Why wouldn't I be?" She responds harshly.

"I don't know." She slumps down on her sofa and gestures for me to sit across the room.

"So what's up?" She asks as I perch on the edge of her armchair. That's when I realise her face is drawn closed and she's sitting with her shoulders hunched together. Not at all like Ruff usually acts.

"Spill it." Is my response to her question.

"Spill what?" Her voice is sharp but lost.

"You're not acting at all like Ruffnut. I'm not really good at reading body language, that's Hiccup's thing, but I can tell when my friend isn't happy or isn't acting like they normally are."

She bites down hard on her lip.

"Why do you care?"

"Because you're my friend," I say concern edging into my voice. Ruffnut isn't usually like this at all.

"Snotlout dumped me." She whispers.

**Aww! Poor Ruffnut! And poor Astrid! What in Thor's name is going on with Astrid? She's in a right pickle…**

**Hope this chapter was a good enough update for you guys- let me know what you think in the icle review box down there…**

**:)**


	6. Chapter 5- Good news or bad news?

**Finally! I've got off my lazy back side and decided to write! I don't have much of an excuse this time round so a MASSIVE SORRY SORRY SORRY SORRY SORRY is owed. Honestly I apologise for my rubbish-ness with uploads lately. I'm going to try and get back into a two week schedule. Anyhow…**

Chapter 5- Good news or Bad News?

"Oh Ruffnut," I sooth.

She sniffs harshly. "It doesn't matter I don't care."

I sigh. Just like Ruffnut to smoulder her pained fire and leave it to explode later instead of now. "Really? You're going down the 'I don't care' route?"

"I _don't_ care!" She yells jumping out of her chair.

"Care 'bout what?" Tuff jumps into the room, bouncing on his toes.

"Go away Tuff." I demand my hands closing into fists. Thor it was enough trouble dealing with one broken twin without the other coming in.

"Ooohhh! I get it! You're having those 'girly talks'." He says his eyes alight with mischief.

"Yes we are so scam!" I retort.

"Okay I'm outa here!" He leaps from the room like a tiger after prey.

"Ruff?" I ask. She slumps back down in her chair.

"He said I was perfect. He _was_ perfect, for me." She says in dismal. Her voice so out of character it's scary.

"I don't think he was," I say outright.

"Why's that?" Her harsh tone is none surprising.

"When has he ever cared for you like he should? Sure he's kissed you a lot but has he ever actually cared?" I say softly. "When have you two ever just sat and talked?"

"Why would you say that?" Ruff shouts doubt creeping into her voice. "Of course he cares. And why would anybody waste their time just talking?"

"If I remember correctly did Snotlout come into Lily's hut when you broke your leg? Or did he just drop you off on his way home?"

"He said he couldn't see me in pain!" She defends but her doubt is clear.

"A true lover would have stayed no matter how hard it was for them. You needed him and he wasn't there."

"It was only a broken leg," She scoffs.

"And?"

She sighs and is silent for a moment; a pensive expression on her face. "Maybe you're right…"

I grin. "I always am!"

"I thought Hiccup was the one who's always right." She retaliates, her dismay vanishing like a stealthy terrible terror.

"Ha! Yeah right… Anyway my advice: forget about Snotlout and go blow some things up! Work of that steam girl!"

"Yeah! Great idea!" She bounds over to the door turning at last second. "So what was it you came barging through my door way to tell me?"

"What? Oh that! Erm… It doesn't really matter. I'm just having a load of mood swings and feel really ill one second and on top of the world the next. It just doesn't make any sense. Hiccup and my mum will just worry if I tell them. You're the only other girl I know can understand."

"Me understand? Pft! My advice is- go to Lily. She'll know what's up with you."

"Oh yeah and if Hiccup sees me hanging around with Lily he's not going to worry at all!"

"He sounds a bit overprotective if you ask me."

"He always has been." I say with a sigh.

We're silent for a moment.

"So… you gonna go to Lily's or not?"

"Oh yeah," I stand up and walk toward the door. Just before I leave I grasp hold of Ruff and hold her in a tight hug.

"Er…"

I jerk back. "Sorry. I er… girls hug a lot when they're sad so…"

She snorts. "I get what you mean- mood swings huh? Besides I'm not sad!"

"Yeah…" I trail off. We stand in awkward silence for a moment. "So I'm gonna go to Lily's now." I say reaching for the door handle.

"Yeah I'll see you later."

Ruff closes the door behind me with a soft click. I sigh and make my way toward Lily's.

Xxxxxxxxxxxxxx

"So…" Lily starts re-entering the room.

"There's nothing wrong with me right?" I say, perched on the edge of a small wooden seat in Lily's living room. Aka: waiting room for patients. The thin, drawn- closed, red curtains cast an eerie glow over the place. I shiver.

Her mouth twitches upward. "You could say that."

I frown. Why was she tolling with me? "Why? What's wrong?"

"Surprised you didn't come to me sooner but I suppose you kids nowadays are all stubborn." The corners of her lips twitch again.

"Why?" I say my confusion mounting. A spark of anger flashed through my head. Why couldn't she just tell me?

"You missed any monthly cycles lately Astrid?" She asks with a sly smile.

"Not tha-" I break off and gasp in shock. When was the last time I _was_ on? With all the marriage and the new life it'd just slipped my mind… "Not in a long time…" I whisper shakily.

She grins again. "By looks of it Astrid Hofferson- you're three months pregnant."

I reel in shock clutching the side of the chair for support. Pregnant? PREGNANT? A sob of shock rises in my throat and I cough it down; a steady grin sliding across my face.

"Oh my god," I cover my face with my hands and glance at Lily.

She rubs my shoulder. "You okay?" Her voice is alight with joy.

"I'm going to have a baby!" I cry. Tears of joy run down my face like a water fall. "I'm going to have a baby." I repeat; my mind whirling with emotion. A baby! A BABY! My baby…

"I have to tell Hiccup," My voice sounds breathless to my ears as I jump up and fly toward the door.

"Careful Astrid!" Lily calls after me. "Don't over exert yourself!"

But I'm already thundering down the steps taking them two at a time. Panting, I fly into the square where I stop up short. Where actually _is_ Hiccup? With his new Chief duties he could be anywhere! I bite my lip.

It's then that I see Fishlegs strolling across the square. "Fish!" I call racing over to him.

"Oh hi Astrid!" He replies his face bright with joy.

"Do you know where I could find Hiccup?" I gasp.

"Er yeah he's in the great hall having a meeting with the rest of the council."

"Aren't you in the council?" I say with a frown before I can stop myself.

"Oh yeah. But I heard about Ruff and Snotlout and I just wanted to see if she's okay." He says his face flushed the colour of sunset.

"Okay," I beam at him before once again taking off toward the hall; my spring slightly higher than before. Maybe I and Hiccup won't be the only happy couple at the end of today.

"Wait Astrid! You dropped your purse!" I hear him suddenly call from behind me.

"Leave it!" I yell not once turning back. Who cares about a purse? I'm going to have a baby!

Finally I make it to the top of the steps- what a journey! I yank open the door to reveal Hiccup sat at a circular table of hard, serious Vikings. Thor does the chief look out of place. He looks up as I burst through the door.

"Astrid! What's wrong?"

My thundering footsteps grab the attention of the others at the table and they turn toward me as I race toward Hiccup.

"Guess!" I exclaim.

"Erm…" He stares at me for a moment and I imagine what I must look like to him: Flustered, bright, happy, and slightly crazed probably. "No idea."

"I'm pregnant."

He stares at me in utter shock for a moment as gasps work their way around the table of Vikings.

"Baby," He finally gasps out.

"Yes Hiccup a baby." I nod and speak like I would to a child struggling to understand my language.

"You're having a baby," He splutters again.

"Yes you dummy I'm having a baby!" I yell smacking his shoulder.

A slow grin works its way across his face. He cups my head in his hands. "We're having a baby." I nod as he picks me up and twirls me around laughing with joy. Gently placing me down I gasp his head and kiss him firmly on the lips. He returns the kiss with as much ferocity.

"Congratulations you too," Gobber says from the table of Vikings.

Hiccup and I both turn in shock toward the table of about thirty Vikings smiling knowingly. Opps! Not a good idea to forget where you are…

**YAY! BABY! :D I hope you enjoyed this chapter! Sorry it wasn't very big! I'll try and make them slightly longer next time. **

**Don't forget to review!:D **


	7. Chapter 6- Preparation

**Heloooo! I think I'm finally getting back on track with updates. Few! **

Chapter 6- preparation

Month 4 Hiccup POV

"Blue. It has to be blue." I say staring at the plain white room in front of us.

"No! What if he/she's not a boy?" Astrid retorts.

"Girls like blue too you know!"

"Yeah but still- blue for a girl?"

"Let's paint it green then!" I exclaim.

"Nah. You're just hoping he'll have your eyes." She drawls.

"'He'll'?" I quote. "So he is a boy then. Let's paint it blue!"

"That's a wild guess dummy! It could be a girl."

"Okay now it's an 'it'." I tease.

"'it's an it'?" She retaliates.

"Well… erm… now I'm just confused!"

She _giggles_: It's very unnerving this entire uncharacteristic mood changing. She's quite the scare: Astrid _giggling_? Not that she wasn't a scare before but… she's just more so now.

She places her hands at the top of my chest and my arms instinctively encircle her waist. She pecks me on the nose. "Paint it green," She whispers staring at me intently and giving me that breathless feeling that she can see inside of me.

"Okay," I whisper back brushing my lips across hers.

All of a sudden she jerks backward and grabs a pot and a brush, before I can do so much as react, she's throwing the brush, dripping with vivid green paint, across the room onto my face.

I gasp in shock and reel backward, tripping over a wooden stool. I go crashing to the ground- Astrid's laughter echoing in my ears. With a splutter I wipe green paint from my face and turn to stare at Astrid who's doubled over with laughter and sinking to the floor. "You should have seen your face!" She gasps tears of mirth running down her face.

"Oh it is on Astrid. It is so on." I reach for the tin of paint and thrust my hands in it painting them the colour of lush grass in spring. I chuck the paint in Astrid's direction spraying paint across her armoured skirt. She gasps in shock and turns to look at me a light like the sun shining in her eyes.

"You just chucked paint at the wrong person Hiccup."

"Oh really?" I challenge. With a wink she dives for the paint pot. "Oh no you don't M'Lady," But as the words fell from my lips the paint rocketed onto my riding suite. Why on Earth am I wearing that thing?

As she grabbed her second throw I catapulted- well stumbled, tripped did a turn thing- across the room and landed next to the blue pot of paint. I scooped the sky into my hands and threw the paint into her face. She yelled and chucked a load of green paint which promptly landed in my hair. It wasn't long before we were covered head to foot in blue, pink and green paint and laughing like maniacs. Thor we weren't even mature enough to paint a room leave alone look after a baby!

I'd just dived behind the stool; an idea to use it as a shield forming in my head, when she arrived.

"What in Thor's name are you two doing?" Ah crap.

"Er… hey mom! And Gobber… Erm…"

"We were just painting the baby's room." Astrid finished.

"Yeah and as you can see it's all going to plan." It was then that my eyes took in the obscenity of the room. Green, blue and pink paint splattered the walls and floor. Astrid's hair was vivid green and you could barely see her clothes. Or her face for that matter. I sucked in a deep breath. How did I look? Oh dear- we were in big trouble.

"Yes I can see that perfectly," Mom said, her eyes roaming the room.

"Haha yeah…" I trailed off.

"I think you two need a bath," Gobber said raising his eyebrows at our rainbow forms.

"Not a bad idea Gobber," I said biting my front lip. I stopped abruptly when the acrid taste of paint flowed onto my tongue. I coughed and pulled a face. Astrid sniggered from behind.

"Well I guess we'll leave you two trouble makers too it." Mom said with a wink, crossing the room to the door and disappearing through it, Gobber at her heals.

"Enjoy your bath!" Gobber called from downstairs as the front door clicked shut.

Astrid snorted.

"Opps! Let's not do that again." I said my eyes meandering on her paint splattered form.

"Completely immature," She agreed. "But stupidly fun." She said with a wink.

Month 5 Astrid POV

I leaned back in my chair, my neck aching from the hours of sewing I'd had to endure. Hiccup sat opposite me fiddling with some weird mechanical instrument.

"You okay?" He asked softly noticing my shifty movements.

"Yeah, just my neck's aching a bit. Too much making baby clothes I suppose."

"Ha that rhymes!"

I roll my eyes in response.

Placing his weird instrument down, he saunters over to me and slips round the back of the chair. I smile as I feel his rough warm hands rubbing into my neck and shoulders then sliding down to rest on my collar bone. "You should get some sleep," He whispers in my ear.

"Not until I finish this hat," I demand.

His lips graze my neck and he pulls me back into the chair. I sigh contentedly and tilt my neck to one side inviting him further, my eyes still locked onto my sewing. His hands glide down my arms and gently detach the sewing from my hands. "You were saying?" He whispers again.

"I wasn't the one who put the sewing down," I whisper back.

"But you didn't object," He whispers back.

"Why are we whispering?" I whisper.

"Because it's fun," He replies with a whisper. "Now come to bed. You need to rest."

I smile. "That rhymes too."

"It does as well." He says with a grin.

"Okay I'll go to bed." I say quietly, leaning round to kiss him softly on the lips. Gently I stand up and place the nearly finished hat in the basket. Hiccup grasps my hand and we walk together up the stairs and into the cover of darkness.

Month 6 Hiccup POV

Berk had been peaceful and quiet for months. Almost too peaceful. There had been no attacks in sight. It gave me a nervous fluttering in my stomach every time I thought about it. I should have been overjoyed that everything was quiet and peaceful but instead I was anxious. Drago hadn't made an appearance in nearly a year. Yes his army was destroyed but there was no reason why he couldn't build another one. He still had his Bewilderbeast.

I sighed and bit my lip as I hurried through town desperate to get home to my Astrid. I should just forget about it and think about more important things like looking after Astrid and becoming a daddy. I smiled as that thought crossed my mind almost bumping straight into Fishlegs and Ruffnut.

"Hey guys! How are you?" I asked.

"We're great Hiccup!" Fishlegs squeaked happily, his hand clutching Ruffnut's.

Ruffnut rolled her eyes at the highness of Fishlegs voice and pecked him on the lips sending him the colour of poppies.

I grinned. "Well I'll leave you two to it then," I said winking at Fishlegs as I passed.

He emitted another small squeak and hurried on with Ruffnut. I shook my head and smiled as I watched them go. This town was just full of love at the moment.

Xxxxxxxxxxxxxx

"We need to start thinking of names; the baby could be here at any moment."

"Whoa! Hold on a minute," I start, "I thought it was 9 months for the baby to grow enough to survive in our world."

"It is but a baby can be born early," she replies simply.

"3 months early?"

"It hasn't been unheard of." She says looking at me knowingly.

"I suppose not," I pause, "so what names were you thinking of?"

"Lucinda for a girl and Olaf for a boy."

"Olaf?" I ask, jerking back in my chair, a disgusted look plastered to my face.

"Yeah? What's wrong with it?"

"It's a bit weird don't you think?" I pull a face.

"Fine you think of one then." She says placing her hands on her hips and raising her eyebrows.

"Okay…Erm… How about Daniel?"

"Daniel?"

"Yeah? What's wrong with it?" I mimic.

"Oh shut up!" She bites her lip. "Yeah Daniel's kind of cute actually."

I smirk in triumph.

Month 7 Astrid's POV

I sighed as I looked at my reflection in the mirror. I had a prominent round bump where my flat stomach used to be. I smiled down at it and rubbed it gently.

"Hey baby…" I cooed softly.

My mouth widened in a smile as I felt a flutter of movement. It could hear me. "I love you baby… You know that? Mummy loves you so so much…" I perched on the edge of the bed and rubbed at my stomach staring down with loving eyes.

The door creaked open and I heard the familiar step _thunk_ of Hiccup's footsteps. "He moves when I talk to him: like he can hear me."

"Does she?" Hiccup smiles.

"Yes _he_ does." I say. "Here feel him." I take Hiccup's hand and lift my top up over my swollen belly. Hiccup crouches down in front of me.

"Hey little guy… It's daddy." He gasps and his grin widens when I feel him move inside me. "I can't wait to meet you my little flower…" He speaks so softly I feel a tear trickle down my face. I hastily brush it away but Hiccup, being Hiccup, notices. Gently, he wipes my tears away with his thumbs. Kissing me on the forehead, he whispers "I love you."

"I love you too."

**Was that chapter okay? What about the last bit? I wasn't too sure whether or not to have that last part in; I'm not usually good at the happy sweet stuff as most of you who have read the two previous fanfictions will know;D 'Cackles evilly'**

**Anyway I should get the next chapter uploaded this time next week! We're finally ending all the fluffy joyful happy stuff. Next chapter we're getting to the evil side of things. 'Cackles evilly again, loses voice, chokes, then regains her posture'**

**Thanks to any of you guys who are reading by the way. I haven't said thank you yet for all the lovely reviews and follows and stuffs you guys have been giving me. Thank you! It means a lot:)**

**Don't forget to review;)**

**See you next week (hopefully):D **


	8. Chapter 7- Stolen

**Heyyyyyy!:D How are ye all? I've not got much to say until the end so I'll skip right to it…**

Chapter 7- Stolen

I yawned and flopped over stealing the covers of my wife so they wrapped around all of me except my head. Astrid always complained she got to hot anyway. A slight creak of the window being opened made my eye lids flutter slightly. But in my half-conscious state I dismissed it. Astrid will just be getting some air; she's been doing that a lot lately. Then I heard the scuff of a boot. "Astrid?" I murmured. Astrid wouldn't usually put on her boots unless she was going out. Is she okay?

"Shut him up before he wakes up properly!"

Savage.

I jerk awake, snapping back the covers with one flick of my hand. "Hiccup?" Astrid voice is still muffled from sleep. I feel a hand grasp my arm. "Tooth-"

But before I can call out to my dragon I feel a sharp pain jolt from my wrist. I gasped and in seconds men in black had ruthlessly gagged me and threw me to the floor. I couldn't make a sound. I kicked out my leg- my eyes still adjusting to the darkness- and felt a man howl in pain.

"Be quiet for Thor's sake!" I heard Savage spit. I kicked out again at a dark shadow and felt my metal leg connect with a jaw- a crunching sound filled the room and another man gasped in pain. _Come on Astrid wake up please!_ Why oh why was she so drowsy with this damn baby?

"He keeps kicking me!"

"Tie him up then!" I struggled as what must have been at least three men grabbed my ankles and my wrists and shackled me to the end of the bed. A squeaking sound emitted from my throat as another jolt of pain shot up my wrist as someone clicked a pair of hand cuffs round. I must have broken it. A blindfold was thrust around my head. _Oh great!_ Now how will I be able to see?

"Well well well. Hello my dear Astrid. Long-time no see."

I heard Astrid gasp and the bed creak as her form shifted. I banged on the shackles and fretfully tried to squeeze out of them. _Toothless where are you?_ There was a loud 'smack' and Savage yelped in pain. But the victory was short lived. Astrid emitted a squeak of pain and another loud bang erupted from the other side of the room. _Astrid._ I banged on my shackles again. _Come on Toothless. You must have heard this by now. _I heard Astrid groan and sharp needles flew into my heart. What was Savage doing? I yanked hard on the shackles again until a large boot connected with my ribs. I gasped as I heard something crack and slumped to the ground: Agony blossoming from my chest. "Astrid…" I whispered, my voice disorientated through the gag. Terror filled me from head to toe. Please Savage, don't do this to me. Don't take my Astrid again please! Didn't you torture me enough with Dagur? Why?

Suddenly, a sonic roar filled the room. _Toothless!_ Yells erupted from all over the room. How many of Savage's men where there?

"Shut that Night Fury up!" Savages anger was clear. Stormfly's crow entered the room and someone spat on the ground. Most likely Savage. There was the sound of more shackles and many loud bangs. Toothless' sonic blasts and the sound of Stormfly's spikes whistling through the air filled the room but then they too were silent. And the only sound was boots scuffing the floor. I whimpered in defeat. Where was Astrid? What was Savage doing? I yanked on my shackles again but sharp, blinding pain tore at my ribs and I stopped immediately.

"Say goodbye to Astrid Hiccup, and your precious little baby." I could almost feel his grin. No! Where was he taking her? I yanked again on the shackles- ignoring the blinding pain in my ribs- until something hard connected with my head and I was swallowed by the darkness.

Xxxxxxxxxxxxxx

I groaned.

My eye lids fluttered and I felt something cool and soothing brushing across my forehead. I opened my emerald eyes drowsily; my head pounding like drums. Mum sat in front of me a damp cloth in her hand. "Mom?" I frown in confusion for a moment.

Then it all hits.

I gasp. "Mom, Savage has Astrid but I don't where he took her. Unless he took over Outcast Island but Amelia has the whole Berserker tribe living there after their Island was destroyed by the Whispering death. He could have laid siege to it though. We have to go and get her now before they get off the Island otherwise Savage could be taking her _anywhere_. Who knows what he has been doing for the past 5 years. And what if Savage hurts her? He already has. He won't just be hurting her he could hurt the baby too and he won't have taken them unless he has a plan for revenge. Oh why didn't I stop him?" I groan again and put my head in my hands.

"I know Hiccup, they're already gone." She says softly.

"What do you mean?" I ask hotly.

"Horst saw Savage in a Berserker boat sailing away with Astrid in the direction of Outcast Island. Savage must have the Island under siege. Horst raised the alarm as soon as possible and the dragons tried to get to him but Savage had dragons of his own with him and our dragons had to retreat. Savage has Astrid and the baby on Outcast Island Hiccup."

"No…" I whisper. "Savage has dragons? And has taken over Outcast Island again?" Dread weighs down on my head and heart like a ton. "He must have a big army at his disposal if he took over Outcast Island from Amelia and the Berserkers. We have to get Astrid and fast." I say my voice heightening and cracking with worry. We haven't seen Savage in _years_. Where has he been all this time? "Looks like he's finally come to take revenge," I mumble, almost silently, to myself.

"We will Hiccup but first of all I think we need to get you sorted." Mom says, ignoring my last comment, and letting her eyes drift to my raw and bleeding wrists and ankle.

"I don't care if I'm dying Mum. We can't just leave Astrid with Savage just so I can heal a few cuts. I've waited long enough before and when I got to her last time she was practically broken. I'm not letting that happen again Mum. Never. And you can't stop me." I go to push myself up but gasp when a burning pain rips through my chest and lightning soars up my wrist. I collapse to the ground, tears welling up in my eyes at the pain.

"A few cuts, a few broken ribs and a broken wrist." She says robotically.

I growl in anger as her casualness of the situation. "Can you just stop acting like this is some everyday occurrence mum. Savage has Astrid and my baby." I yell my voice full of desperation.

I hear a dragon coo behind me and turn to see Toothless nudging my good hand with his head. He licks me gently and I feel my white hot anger slowly dispersing. I stroke him softly.

"I'm sorry Hiccup; you know I didn't mean it like that."

I nod. "I guess I'm just a bit wound up." I take a deep breathe, wince when a sharp pain attacks my ribs, and try to calm myself. We'll get Astrid back. We _will_. However a frantic caw behind me gets our attention.

Stormfly jumps from object to object making crazed noises. "Calm down Stormfly we'll get Astrid back." Gobber reassures, hurriedly rushing after her. I bite my lip as flashing images of Dagur dragging Astrid bleeding and white into the hall. His face as he thrust the knife into the air into her stomach. I choke back a sob. I can't break down. Not now. I have to be strong. For Astrid. For our baby.

"Gobber!" I shout over the racket of Stormfly.

He turns in response, instantly abandoning his project of calming down Stormfly. "Can you get everyone into the hall?" I ask quickly.

"O' course Hiccup," He says and hurries out the room; glad of the excuse to leave the insane Nadder behind him.

I grip the end of the bed and go to follow; I can manage with a few broken ribs. I mean it's not like I'm dying right? It's then that I hear a cough from behind me.

I turn to see Lily and my mum staring at me with raised eyebrows. "You know I'm not letting you out the house until I bandage you up right?" Lily says.

I sigh in annoyance. "Be quick."

Xxxxxxxxxxxxxx

Fifteen hurried minutes later I'm standing wobbly in front of Berk's rowdy population. My teeth aching from the painful minutes of grinding them together as Lily had set my ribs and wrist back into position and bandaged me up.

Looking around at the shouting and chaos, I'm reminded once again of the horror as I'd stood here six years previous waiting for Dagur to come through those doors and break the rest of my heart. It had healed drastically since then but stitches can be ripped apart much quicker than innocence.

"Toothless?" In response he sends a rocket of indigo fire through the room; quieting everyone in seconds.

"As most of you probably know by now." I start. "Savage brought dragons and men to Berk to steal Astrid during the course of last night. It's our duty to go and rescue her from Outcast Island. But we know now that Savage has dragons and a large enough army to fight the Berserkers. We'll need the whole dragon army if we need to fight." Many of the crowd nod their heads in agreement. I sigh in satisfaction.

Berk's ready for war.

We haven't needed to battle in close to two years, not since Drago- we needed to burn of a little Viking steam. We'll be much stronger than Savage is anticipating as a result. I hope.

I thought of the last time I'd seen Savage. It hadn't been in at least three years: Plenty of time to train an army of dragons and divulge a plan. I bite my lip. Does that mean maybe Drago will be back in a few years? The thought sends shivers up my spine. The last time I'd seen Savage he'd been on Outcast Island. Running from Dagur and Amelia like the coward he is.

_Dagur._ Suddenly a memory surfaces to my head: _when they come, we'll be ready for them._ I'd said that when Dagur had Dad and Astrid prisoners and was coming to Berk. We knew he'd be coming and would be prepared to fight. Maybe I had learned something from that horrific experience. "They'll be expecting us to come and save Astrid so they'll be ready for us when we do, so we'll take the underground route into Outcast Island- just to be safe and to stay unnoticed by Savage's army and dragons. From there we can infiltrate their system and maybe get Astrid out without being noticed."

My father's words echo in my head: _a chief protects his own_. "Remember everyone this isn't a battle- it's a rescue mission." More nods and whispers of encouragement and approval enter the crowd. My dad's strong warrior face blows across my mind: "Ready the dragon fleet."

**Told you things would be heating up soon;P 'Laughs wickedly' I just can't stay away from the action can I? Poor Hiccup- he's never going to get a happy life while I'm controlling him…**

**Anyhow I hope you enjoyed this chapter, and that it was long enough;) Let me know if everything was okay in the reviews:D**


	9. Chapter 8- Lost

Chapter 8- Lost

I shivered in the dank dark.

Drops of ice fell onto my face and I shivered again, my breath creating misty shapes in the lonely, empty space. The cell rocked to and fro along with the rotting boat. Where was I being taken? My hands instinctively flew to the round bump of my stomach protectively. What did Savage want to do with me? What about the baby? Is Hiccup okay? Is he even _alive_? I jerked back as if I could run away from the thought. _No_. Hiccup _was_ alive. He had to be. I closed my eyes feeling the tears well up. Stupid baby hormones! Why did I cry at _everything_ these days? I sniffed and retreated further into myself; clutching my stomach all the while.

A loud bang echoed round the room and my eyes flew to the large iron door of my cell. Savage, looking stronger, healthier and even more menacing than I remembered, stood broadly in the door way. He cracked his knuckles, sending bolts of nervous lightning zipping up my spine, and crossed the threshold.

"What do you want with me?" I feel a wave of relief wash over me when I hear my voice is steady and penetrating.

"What do I want with you?" He echoes thoughtfully. "It's not so much what I want with you, more of what I want with Hiccup. Although you did end my life with Dagur and Alvin too… So I guess it isn't much of a waste to harm you too," He grins menacingly, "And your baby."

I gasp my hands tightening around my stomach. "If you dare even touch me I'll-"

"You'll what? Kick and scream for your little Hiccup? Well guess what- he's not here. There's no one to hear you cry." Savage licks his lips and smiles, a vitriolic glint entering his cold, empty eyes.

"Well technically there'll be your Guards, obviously you, I'm guessing you have an army too so… actually I think there'll be quite a few that might be able to hear me." I say grasping for a come- back.

"Not that it'll do any good for you." He spits back his smile vanishing as quickly as it had appeared.

I glare in response. "You never actually answered my first question you know: What do you want with me?"

"Torture." He answers automatically, "what else? I want you beaten to smithereens and that baby dead, inside you or outside, by the time Hiccup gets here. Dagur never did the job properly but believe you me I will." He smirks again, the evil glint reappearing in his cold grey eyes.

I swallow hard and close my eyes. _My baby…Please not my baby. Hiccup! Where are you?_

"Seize her," He demands over his shoulders. Non- familiar faces, taunt with scars and empty eyes, enter the room and grasp me tightly- chaining my hands behind my back over my already sore wrists. I don't fight back- what's the point? I'll never be able to fight them all off. Best save my strength for the opportune moment. They yank me up and push me up onto the deck of the Outcast boat. The howling wind whips my golden hair around and it blows across my face, obscuring the view of Amelia's village. It must be under siege. I shudder- how big is Savage's army? Where had he gained the soldiers from? The last anyone had seen of him was when he fled, alone, after Amelia killed Dagur- not wanting to be jailed himself.

My feet scuff on the ground as we travel onto Outcast Island, into the dungeons and through a maze of rusty, stone corridors. I shiver as the cold bites at my skin. Savage smirks again from upfront. Finally we pause in front of a door. Savage unlocks the many bolts and heaves the door open. He pushes me forward into the hell hole.

I gasp involuntary. Weapons, slick with dry blood, coat every inch of wall. A large smouldering fire lies in the centre of the room; a human size rusty grill lying atop it. I shudder and clench my fists. The room rocked with recollection: Shaking and starving in the dark. Flashes of sliver and red. Standing, the axe in my hand, braced for anything that might come my way. Savage holding a sleek, glimmering knife. Dagur glaring at me through bared teeth: _No one tries to escape this room and gets away with it._ Unconsciously I take a step backward- clashing straight into Savage.

He laughs. A guttural sound rebounding round the room. "Spark any memories Astrid?" He asks letting out another devilish laugh. His soldiers joining in with him.

"Tie her to the grill. Let's see if she holds up longer than last time."

xxxxxxxxxxxxxx

"We've got to pick up speed." I yell at Berks army following in my wake. The wind howls around us as if to warn us of the battle we know is yet to come. I gulp, "We don't know what Savage has in mind for Astrid and if it's anything like last time-" I stop abruptly, my voice cracking with emotion. Flashing images of the torture chamber looming up to the surface of my head.

"I wouldn't worry Hiccup. Astrid's pregnant! I know Savage is an evil bastard but would he really harm a baby?"

"Yes."

"Hiccup-"

"No. You don't know Savage like I do. I know what it's like. If Savage is doing anything like he did to me then we don't have much time at all."

Clouds angrily swirl around us as we pass their territory, painting pictures of pained faces, weapons that drip like blood into pools of white, crying babies. The wind screams in agony.

Why? Why now? Why at all? I emit a low growl in my throat. I will rip Savage to splinters when I get the chance.

A spark of a camp fire down below gets my attention and I look down onto the sea stacks. I frown. Why would anyone make camp atop a sea stack? I slow to a stop and raise my hand, ordering the army to do the same. "You lot wait here." I say. I and Toothless swoop down toward the cause of the fire- the army hovering to attention just above.

I land gently on the sea stack and come face to face with Amelia and the remainder of her Berserker army. I frown- where's the fleet and the rest of the Berserkers? Somehow I don't remember the Berserker army being twenty men and five dragons large.

She glares at me, her black hair flies around her lightly tanned face; turning slowly red from the frigid weather. "And what do you think you're doing heading out to _my_ Island Hiccup?" She sneers, glancing up at Berk's dragon army, and drawing out the 'Hiccup' like a curse.

Toothless emits a low growl at the back of his throat. "Easy bud," I say softly, my hand moving to rest gently on his head scales. "By the looks of it you don't exactly own that Island anymore Amelia." I say my eyes drifting across her few men. "And we're heading out to your Island because Savage has my wife and baby. So if you'll excuse me…" I brush past her and pull on Toothless' saddle ready to take off.

"Wait!" She yells throwing out her hands. "Savage has taken over half my men and has my town under siege- the mothers and children have been evacuated but most of my men are trapped there. We've been stuck on this sea stack for ages trying to think of a plan. Let us fight with you." She says, her cool emerald eyes, baring Dagur's resemblance, sending shards of ice flying down my spine.

I pause for a moment, remembering the way she used the dragon riders and Berk as a tool for gaining revenge on Dagur all those years ago. Is she just doing the same to get revenge on Savage for taking over her Island? But no, even if she is we're going to need all the man power we can get if it comes down to a battle. I shudder at the conflict baring word, somehow I don't think that word will go unheard when we get to Outcast Island.

"Alright, I guess we're going to need all the power we can if we end up having to fight." I say, the nagging feeling of uncertainty about her running in circles round my head. She's always been a mystery and will always be a mystery. She had a hard childhood- it's moulded her into a strong yet cold and shifty woman. But she's never been a problem before, I reason with myself. Sort of.

She orders her men onto their dragons and we fly back up to my army. "It's Amelia, she's joining us." I announce. Many shift uncomfortably. "It's her Island and it's under siege, she has a right. Anyway if we do need to fight she'll be able to help."

Gobber frowns at me. "I didn't think we _were_ going to fight."

"We're not unless we have too. She's following my orders until we find Astrid and the baby and get them somewhere safe." I say turning to her with a stern gaze. "Then she can battle Savage all she likes. But we're not going to be a part of it." I say strongly.

She smiles sweetly- almost too sweet. "Of course Hiccup."

**Oooohhhh. Was it really a good idea to trust Amelia Hiccup? 'Sniggers'. How are you guys liking the story so far? Is it okay? Is my writing improving or is it getting steadily worse? Also I just wanted to ask you guys a question: Which of my HTTYD fanfics have you enjoyed the most? Dagur's Grudge, Dagur's Secret or Stolen Heart? Let me know!;D **


	10. Chapter 9- Ahead

**Heloooooo! I've not really got much to say today- HA THAT RHYMES:D-…sorry;P Anyway I'll just let you get straight to it…**

Chapter 9- Ahead

I don't bother trying to hide my fear. What's the point in putting on a brave face when your enemy knows how utterly terrified you really are?

I grit my teeth as the burning metal from the grill bites and gnaws into my back. I make a whining sound and arch my back away from the metal. Fretfully trying to protect my baby.

Savage comes up, a shining silver knife clutched in his hands. I bare my teeth and growl. He puts the knife's point at my right shoulder.

"I do believe this is where I stabbed you last time you were in the torture chamber. I am right aren't I?" He asks as if in an exciting lesson awaiting the teacher to complement him on his 'astounding' memory.

"Do I look as if I care?" I spit.

"You brought it on yourself," He says before slowly edging the knife into my shoulder. I gasp as the edge cuts into my skin and clamp my teeth together. Savage's face slides into a vitriolic smile.

"Poor Astrid. All alone." He lets out a cackling laugh as I shift in the chains- the knife digging deeper into my shoulder. Blood spreading across my skin like paint on a canvas.

I gasp suddenly as a wave of warm water spills out of my skirt. I stare in shock. Where did that come from? One tight pain gnawing at my stomach tells me enough. "No," I whisper.

Savage sniggers. "Opps. Looks like our little prisoner's water just broke."

"No!" I yell yanking on my chains fretfully. "Hiccup please…"

"Aww. If there's anything I can do to help the situation Astrid," He asks mock kindly.

I bare my teeth then yelp as my stomach contracts again. I twist and thrash in the chains- the burning heat from the smouldering coals below doing little to help. Please no. Why? Why is this happening? I let out a sob unable to hold it back any longer. Waves of misery and terror swarm into my head blocking out all sense of reason.

"Unchain her!" Savage orders. "We don't want the little baby getting burnt before we can have a little look now do we? Let's leave Astrid to her own devices."

His soldiers march over and roughly unlock the chains around my wrists and ankles. I drag myself off the grill and curl into a ball on the floor as the door bangs shut. The locks crack sending shards of ice speeding into my heart.

"Hiccup…" I whimper. I let out another cry of pain and squeeze myself into a tight ball. "It's okay honey. Daddy's going to be here soon. Daddy will get us out. I promise. Daddy's gonna come." I bite down hard on my already stump nails as another spike of pain shoots up my spine. "You just hold on. Just wait until daddy gets here. Please don't come out baby. Stay where mummy knows you're safe."

Xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx

I cough and take in big gulps of air as I burst from beneath the ocean into the tunnels of Outcast Island, Berk's fleet of dragons and Amelia's heard following me at attention. The tunnel that runs under Outcast Island stretches out ahead- sharp jagged edges of rock sticking out at odd intervals. I take a deep breath of the damp earthy air. "These tunnels should lead straight to the surface; from there we can search for Astrid."

"Search for Astrid? No. The first thing we need to do is attack their army. Then they'll be defenceless and we can save Astrid then." Amelia's voice rises up sharp and commanding.

"This isn't a battle mission Amelia. We're here to save Astrid and that's it; I've already told you. If we come across Savage's army by all means we'll take them out if they stand in the way of Astrid, but if not we don't engage. Understood?" I reply hotly.

"Since when were you my chief?" She spits.

"Since I smuggled you back on to the Island that you failed to defend." I say matter of fact.

"Failed to defend huh? Why don't you try beating Savage and his herd of dragons and armada of warriors?" She challenges coldly.

"What do you think we're doing on his Island?" I chat back. The Hooligans and Berserkers look worriedly from Amelia to me; their presence suffocating the already narrow tunnels.

She scowls. "_His_ Island? And I thought you said it was a rescue mission not a 'challenge Savage mission'," She reaches out for her long sword.

"It is but by taking Astrid we're beating Savage. Plus I told you when we got you off that sea stack you would be following my orders until Astrid is safe," I spit, grasping the hilt of my own Gronckle iron silver sword. "And you agreed."

"I just want my Island back. Can't you help a neighbour?"

"We are: We just rescued you from the sea stacks. But we're here for Astrid- nothing else. If you want to fight by all means fight but not until we get Astrid."

"Ha! Fat chance _chief_," And before I can do as much as blink, her army's shooting up the tunnel on their own course.

I sigh. "We'll have to be quick before she stirs up trouble and gets Astrid hurt."

"You know she might make a good distraction." Gobber chips in.

"I doubt it. She hardly has enough men to even make a stand. Savage's-" I break of as a raw bloodcurdling, agonized scream of pain blasts through the air like a rifle shot.

Astrid.

"Astrid," I whisper, my eyes wide and wild; Amelia washed from mind in an instant. "Come on Toothless." I say grasping at his saddle like a lifeline. "Go go go."

"Take out any soldiers you can see. But don't engage if they're not in the way." Gobber yells to the army behind me.

Xxxxxxxxxxxxxx

A loud high pitched cry echoes through the chamber and I grasp the tiny child in my arms. "Hiccup…" I sob tears flooding my face. "Please…"

My eyes drift to the miniscule form in my arms. Piercing green eyes stare back at me, welling up with tears. _Hiccup_. "Shh. It's okay. Mummy's got you sweetie. Mummy's got you Lucinda." I rock her gently back and forth in my arms. "Shhh… it's okay, it's okay…"

Tiny tufts of auburn hair curl on her head. My fingers tickle her chin and I press her against my stomach. "My Lucinda…" Her choking sobs slowly cease and her gaze fixes on me with such intensity I gasp in wonder.

Then he comes in.

The doors slams open; the sound rebounding round the room in circles, making the floor shudder like a boat.

I grip Lucinda tight in my arms as Savage, a bloodthirsty glint in his eye, strides into the room followed by five soldiers in silver armour. I shrink back against the mouldy wall.

"Hand the baby over and no one gets hurt. Well I say 'no one' but really I mean just you won't get hurt- yet." His lip curls up in a snarl-like grin.

"You will never touch my baby." I shout; my voice thick with emotion.

With a click of his fingers Savage's five soldiers are upon me. Tearing Lucinda from my arms. She wails as the soldiers grasp her in their cold and unstable arms. "No! Let her go! Please! She's innocent! Let her go! LUCINDA! NO!" Fresh tears wash over the crusty, still drying ones already lying on my face.

"Such a pretty name," Savage says sweetly, taking my screaming baby off one of his soldiers. I struggle against the grip of the other four as they chain me up to the wall.

"Let her go you beast!" I yell my voice cracking with fresh waves of emotion. _Hiccup. I need you. Please hurry up. Where are you? Lucy needs you._

"Say good bye to mommy Lucinda dear," Savage drawls. I cry out as they leave the room- my baby in their clutches- and lock the doors many bolts behind them.

I'm left alone in the dank dark, my heart crumbling to pieces. The image of Lucy's piercing emerald eyes gazing up at me with wonder, smashed into the surface of my brain. One question circling my brain:

Will I ever see my baby again?

**Oh no… Savage has the baby… Dun dun dun! ;D Let me know what you thought of this chapter, or anything really, in the reviews below;D **
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We rush through the corridors of mould; the damp air biting at my skin. I shudder; is Astrid okay? What about the baby? She'll catch her death of cold down here. My heart strings tighten with the thought. I've been bickering like a child with Amelia and she's been down here all alone with Savage doing Odin knows what to her and the unborn baby.

I lead the way through the maze of tunnels, my memory from days down here in this hell hole with Dagur fresh. The army takes down any Guards that stand in the way; leaving a clear path to Astrid.

Finally we reach the 'Torture Chamber': If Savage is keeping her anywhere it will be here. I shiver and snakes wind their way up my spine at the old dry blood splattered doorway; part of which is probably mine. My eyes drift to the floor at the old blood stains that are smeared across the crumbling stone. I bite my lip to stop myself from crying out in fear of the memories that still haunt my heart: _the knife in my leg repeatedly hit the floor. I had to grit my teeth to stop myself from crying out in pain every few seconds- the Berserkers were making no effort to avoid the wounds. _

"Erm… How are we going to get in? I mean I know there are no Guards actually guarding the door. But there's no need really I suppose. So many locks and bolts." Gobber's voice echoes distantly in my ears- knocking me from fear of my own memories. I look behind at our group of around fifty armed Vikings and strong dragons that tumble around the corridor out of eyesight.

"Blast the locks bud as quietly as you can." I order Toothless. He sends three indigo blasts rocketing into the many locks on the door. They click and clatter to the floor as the powerful shots knock their centres. I squeeze my hands into fists. _Dagur's smile only widened. "Welcome to your new home Hiccup." He opened the door._

The door swings open. But my relief at having found Astrid at last is short lived.

Astrid looks up, terror and tears stains etched into her face, as I walk in. Crimson blood, still wet and glistening in the faint light, coats the floor surrounding her. Her slim wrists are bloody and chained with vicious looking manacles to the wall behind her. As her crystal eyes entwine with my own she chocks on a fresh sob. "Hiccup…" Then her body breaks down in a trauma of cries that echo around the room like a chorus of lonely whales.

I race over to her: My heart hammering through my chest so fast it sends waves of roaring blood thundering through my ears. I don't even bother to look around at the room. I grasp her tightly in my arms; shielding her form with my body.

"Astrid…" I gasp. I pull her into me; rocking her against me. And close my eyes against her golden locks.

"My baby…" She sobs.

"What?" That's when I notice her flat stomach. My heart contracts in pain. Where's the baby? What has Savage done? "The baby…" I gasp.

"I had it early," she gasps between sobs. "Savage left me alone to give birth then he came and took her away and tied me up again." She cries into my shoulder. I barely notice Gobber's form cutting through Astrid's chain with a Gronckle iron knife. Nor the sad, pitying eyes of my tribe. "He has my baby Hiccup."

"Shhh," I sooth gently. I take a deep breath; fighting to control the steadiness of my voice. Savage has the baby, _our_ baby. _My_ baby. No. This cannot be happening. How could I have lost her? How could I have let Savage take my family? How? Why? What if he hurts her? Is she okay? What if she's dead? I scold myself, my grip tightening on Astrid. How could I even think that? "I'll find her I promise okay? I'll find her Astrid. Look at me." She lifts her tear stained face up to mine and I feel a wave of anger boil inside me. How DARE Savage do this to my wife? How DARE he steal my baby girl? "I'll find our baby. I'll get her back."

"What if she's gone Hiccup? What will he do to our baby?" She cries out her face contorted in pain.

"I don't know…" I say, my heart snapping into two. Despair eating its way through my brain. "I don't know." I clutch her too me. Her tears soak their way into my shirt but I don't care. I don't care. Soon I feel my eyes filling with tears on their own accord.

A loud bang echoes through the tunnels and Gobber turns around worriedly toward the door. "We need to get Astrid out of here Hiccup."

I nod. "Are you okay to stand?" I say my voice cracking with pain.

She nods- her eyes glazed over- and stands shakily; pressing the majority of her weight onto me. Another loud bang rockets through the room.

"What in Odin's name is going on up there?" Horst asks- his brows furrowed in confusion.

"Amelia. She'll have either freed her soldiers and started a battle or is trying to defeat Savage and get to her soldiers with that sorry excuse for an army." Gobber says his voice emotionless.

We have to get you out of here Astrid." I say kissing her gently on the head.

"I'm not leaving without my baby Hiccup. I won't go." She says her voice so thick with emotion and pain I barely recognize it. Hasn't Astrid always been the one who's strong for me? I guess now's the time for me to redo the favour.

A loud cackle bolts through the room and the whole army snaps their heads to the door.

I gasp; my heart contracting even tighter with shock and pain. Astrid cries out next to me; her voice like a pitiful wail.

Savage stands in the doorway; his face full of vitriolic malice. Lucinda cries out in distress and writhers in his overly tight grasp.

I gasp and run forward. "You little-" I let out a cry of shock and anguish and stumble to a halt when he places a long, sharp silver knife against my baby's throat. "No!"

He smiles menacingly reminding me horrifically of Dagur. "Welcome home Hiccup," he sneers glancing round the torture chamber with an evil glint in his eye.

We stand shocked to the core and frozen in position. At least thirty men back Savage up. We would have been able to take them. Had Lucinda not been trapped in Savage's grasp with a deadly knife to her tiny throat.

"Leave her alone Savage." I say slowly, my voice sounding raw and broken to my ears.

"Oh Hiccup. You sound so healthy. I guess my time away has done some good."

A low growl emits from my throat. "What do you want Savage?"

"Straight to the point as usual." His face slides into a minacious grin. "You and that dragon dead. In the most painful way possible of course. And Berk under my command." His eyes roam my form and he rides his tongue along his lips as if I'm something to eat.

"Or what?" I say, already knowing the ghastly answer.

"Your baby killed." He tightens his grip on Lucinda as if to prove a point, causing her to scream into the room and thrash around in pain.

"Leave her alone!" Astrid screams. She goes to charge forward and I grasp her tightly around the middle and pull her back into me.

"No. We can't move or he'll hurt Lucinda okay?" I murmur in her ear almost silently. She falls limp in my arms. "If you take me will you return the baby Savage?" I ask my voice loud again and my body convulsing in fear.

"You and Toothless and Berk. Then I'll return your precious baby." He says his smile widening. I stare down at Lucinda. Her tiny fingers curl around Savage's armour as if she's trying to fight him herself. She turns her face and her shocking emerald eyes lock on my own: My eyes. Dad's eyes: His words rocket around my head. _A chief protects his own. _It's my duty to protect Berk but also my duty to protect my baby. I can't choose!

Astrid's sobs penetrate my brain. I can't let her or I watch our baby die. It would kill us both. But I can't give Berk to Savage because he'll kill Astrid and the baby anyway no doubt and I can't let my village, my people, suffer because of me. Another loud crash echoes from above. As if to prove the mess of my head.

"Shall we have a countdown Hiccup? Just like with your father. We can see then if you can think of an answer. If I recall it was Astrid who thought of an answer last time." I gulp. No. I need more time. I finally understand what was racing through my dad's head that day with Dagur in the hall. My heart aches for him. _I need help dad. Help me. What do I do?_

"I-" I break off. I what? I'll give you Berk? I'll let you kill my baby?

I close my eyes.

"5"

No. I can't let…

"4"

Berk. The baby. Berk. The baby. My head pounds.

"3"

What's the most logical? I sympathise with my Father when he had to choose between Astrid and me. I finally understand what he had to do. How hard it really is.

"2"

I can't let my baby die. But I can't leave Berk to Savage's wrath.

"1"

"Okay! No stop! Okay I'll give you whatever you want just please don't kill my baby."

"You will?" Savage challenges coldly.

What have I done?

"Y- yes."

He throws me a muzzle and gives a sharp nod toward Toothless. "Drop your weapons and kick them over to this side of the room." He orders.

I squeeze my fists around the muzzle. I don't even look at my army. Are they angry? Hurt? Betrayed?

Then I get an idea.

It's not good, it's dangerous and reckless, but it's enough. I look toward Gobber. He's staring at me with a steady gaze. His eyes unreadable. Toothless stands next to him- his hackles raised- a growl rumbling from his throat. I make my way quickly over to Toothless and tie the muzzle loosely around his jaw- so he can easily rip it off. "It's going to be okay bud. I've got a plan." I whisper the last part to Gobber as well as Toothless- almost silently. My army steadily drops their weapons, looking to me for guidance. I give my head a minor shake. They slowly stop dropping their weapons; their faces unsure.

"I said drop your weapons!" Savage shrieks at them. They glance at me, then at each other. What am I doing?

I turn and walk, Toothless loyally at my side, to where Savage stands.

"You show any threat and the baby's dead you understand?"

I nod. His men go to grasp me. I close my eyes. Prey to Odin. Release the small Dagger from my back pocket. And strike. The knife goes plummeting into Savage's shoulder. He screams and releases Lucinda. I grasp her in my arms as she falls- her wails rebounding through my skull.

"NO! SEIZE THAT BABY!" Savage howls. I then do something to horrific to even imagine. I lock eyes with Astrid. She nods slightly in agreement; her face terrorized yet set. And I throw Lucinda lightly through the air. She tumbles, airborne, for a few seconds and everything seems to move in slow motion. Astrid grasps her safely in her arms at the other side of the room and backs up against the far wall- arming herself with a large axe; her face toughening into the warrior face of familiarity.

Within seconds of the exchange Savage's men are upon me. Pushing me into the crusty ground. The sound of the Hooligans throwing themselves upon Savage's men bursts to life around the chamber. I guess there is a fight then. I squeeze my hands into fists and try to fight Savage's men off. But they pin me to the ground and hold me in place.

Then I feel the knife being placed at my chest.

Right over my heart.

"STOP!" Savage screams loud enough to wake the devil.

The two armies cease to move. Astrid gasps at the sight of me. Trapped, smashed into the ground- Savage's unfamiliar men holding me down. I feel the knife's pressure and I squirm under the grasp of Savage's men but it's no use. There are too many. And they are too strong.

"Surrender or your chief dies." Savage announces, pressing the knife through the fabric of my flight gear.

Oddly, I don't feel afraid. The Hooligans around the room gasp and stare wide eyed. I hold my head up as high as I can and look at Astrid's distraught face with a steady gaze. She clutches Lucinda to her chest. Lucinda's no longer crying. She looks at me again with the same mature look as if she knows exactly what's going on. She's an hour old, I have to remind myself.

I breathe a laugh. "I thought you'd have figured out by now that Hooligan's don't surrender Savage. Your plan has failed."

"Not entirely. If I get to kill you, then I will have achieved half of my plan." He says mildly.

"True." I reply in the same tone.

He turns back to his audience of terrified Hooligans. "You have five seconds to decide: Your chief, or you. Oh I love this number game! It's the best thing Dagur ever invented!"

"I'm sorry Hiccup. But I can't put my family in danger." Horst says staring at me with encouragement, my father's strength, but also pain. The other's in my army nod in agreement. Their eyes full of sadness yet force. Gobber says nothing. Just stares at Lucinda- his eyes glazed over with despair. "Thank you Hiccup. For everything." Horst says, speaking for the whole of Berk.

"five. Oh dear such a shame Hiccup. Your village hates you so much they want to watch you die." He titters. The Hooligans clench their fists in anger.

"You don't have a choice." I say steadily ignoring Savage completely. "And don't thank me. _A chief protects his own_. It's what we do."

"four."

I turn to Astrid. Her sapphire eyes, full of love and fear and pain, entwine with my own and I beg the gods for one last kiss. One last grasp of her hand. One last touch of her face. One last hold of her beautiful self. One last…

"Three."

"I love you so much Astrid." I whisper. She holds my gaze, her arms wrapped around our child. Her eyes so full of pain and shock my hearts breaks in two. "I couldn't love you more. Look after my Lucinda for me. Teach her about dragons Astrid. Tell her stories every night about our adventures." I breathe a laugh. "Remember when we had that competition with the terrible terrors? Tell her everything for me. Tell her how much her daddy loves her. I love you both so much. Never forget it." Her eyes fill with tears and she shakes her head.

"Two."

"Don't say good bye. Please don't say good bye. Don't go. Please don't leave me Hiccup please." Tears fall from her eyes like rain drops.

"One."

I close my eyes. The image of my family imprinted on my eye lids. Blinding pain tears through my body. Astrid's scream. A shout. A yell. Thundering footsteps. Music. Soft. Lightness. A baby crying. A sword clashing. Another shout. Another yell. Slender fingers in my hair.

And her voice.

"Don't leave me Hiccup."

Then darkness.

**Dun dun DUUUNNNN! 'Gives crazed and evil cackle' I'm so evil! Hehehe… I'll ask one thing from you- PLEASE DON'T KILL ME HAVE A LITTLE FAITH! Now would I really kill Hiccup? Well I guess I just did but oh well! I promise the story has a happy ending! Pinkie promise! Unbreakable vow! Swear by the angel! Cross my heart and hope to die! This story DOES have a happy ending!;)**

**Don't forget to review!:)**
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I feel like all the breath had been sucked out my lungs. Hiccup's eyes penetrate my own then they flicker shut.

"One." Savage's vitriolic voice penetrates my ear.

I scream as the knife punctures his chest- sliding straight into his heart. Blood streams from the wound like a river: Hiccup's soul flowing out onto the grey floor.

Savage lets out a cackle that rebounds round the chamber like a storm. He stands in victory and kicks Hiccup with his boot over to me. "You might want to keep the remains." He snarls. _Dagur__:_ _I saw Dagur thrust Toothless' tail to the ground and heard his last words. "You might want to keep the remains."_ Blood rushes through my ears in ardent anger and pain.

Toothless lets out a horrific roar and charges forward, the Hooligans following suite. I collapse to the ground, the world spinning circles round my head, and shift over to Hiccup, Lucinda wailing once again in my ear drums. "Hiccup…" I whisper staring down at his face in terror. "Please don't leave me Hiccup please." I shake his shoulder; his face blurring into splotches of colour due to my tears. "Wake up Hiccup. Hiccup wake up!" I yell shaking his lifeless body.

He moans softly in response and I hurriedly brush the bangs out of his eyes, staring down at him with hopeful eyes. "Help…" I whisper. The Hooligans had driven the army out the chamber and were charging at them further down the corridor. But it didn't matter. Nothing did.

"Hiccup…" I stare down at his white face. "Please… Stay with me… Stay!"

I desperately kiss his lips. Like in the fairy tales. "Wake up…" I kiss him again- my tears staining his face. His lips are still soft and warm. I close my eyes and kiss him slowly- for a moment I can almost imagine he's really there. Kissing me back with his hands circled around me- protecting me.

I clutch Lucinda to my chest, my breaths hitching in my throat. Hiccup is gone. Gone. I would never see him again. Never. Gone. Dead. The words circle my head like a tornado and I throw myself onto the floor beside Hiccup. No! NO! This is NOT real. This is not happening. This can't happen. It's all a dream. It's all an illusion. Hiccup wouldn't leave me. He wouldn't.

An inhuman wailing sound fills the chamber. It takes a moment for me to realise that I'm making the sound. "Stop it Hiccup! This isn't funny anymore! Wake up! Wake up! Stop it! Hiccup stop playing and wake up! Please wake up! I need you! Lucinda needs you!"

His final words pound in my head. _I love you both so much. Never forget it._

"I won't Hiccup." I sob. Tears running down my face. "I won't forget. I'll never forget."

Toothless nudges Hiccup with his snot and whines. "He's gone Toothless." I shout. "He's not there. He's gone. He's won't come back. He's never coming back." _Never. Never._

Still Toothless nudges Hiccup. He licks his face. Then licks the knife wound. "There's no point Toothless. He won't wake up!"

Sobs emerge from my throat and tears sting my eyes. _Gone. He's gone. There's no point. No._

"No… Hiccup… NO!" I clutch Lucinda to me and rock back and forth next to Hiccup's lifeless form.

Toothless whines again and nudges the knife. He then grips it with his teeth and tears the knife from Hiccup's chest. It's slick and dripping with deep crimson blood. Hiccup's blood. Lucinda's blood. I close my eyes and lay down on my side next to Hiccup. I entwine our hands and lay there. Lucinda's screams piercing my ears. _Tell her how much her daddy loves her._

I sob softly and turn to Lucinda's tiny face. Her emerald eyes are blurred by both our tears. I remember when Uncle Finn died. My mother had held my sobbing body as I'd fallen into sleeps full of nightmares, singing a soft lullaby. I choke back another sob and try to recompose myself. Hiccup wouldn't want me to cry. He'd need me to be strong; for Lucy.

"Baby mine, don't you cry. Baby mine, dry your eyes," I sing gently to her, my breath still coming in short gasps of horror. Her cries cease slowly, her eyes latching onto mine.

"Rest your head close to my heart. Never to part, Baby of mine." Fat tears roll down my face, splashing into her hair and making it glisten like Hiccup's does in the sun.

"Little one when you play, Don't you mind what they say, Let those eyes sparkle and shine, Never a tear, Baby of mine."

I can feel Toothless licking Hiccup's wound over and over next to me. As if it can save him. Sounds of a vicious battle boom from above. Lucinda's cries stop and her meadow eyes blink sleepily as I sing the last verse of the song.

"From your head to your toes, You're so sweet, goodness knows, You are so precious to me, Cute as can be, Baby of mine." I let my eyes flitter shut, blocking out the world, Lucinda's chest rises and falls in a steady breath.

"Astrid?" Gobber.

I let my eyes drift open. "He's gone…" I whisper my voice devoid of emotion.

"Yes…" Gobber whispers back. His hands shake and his eyes are full of tears. He blinks a few times and forces them back. "We have to get you and Lucinda off the Island Astrid. The Berserkers and Hooligans are outside fighting off Savage. It's not safe for either of you in a war zone." He says gently.

"I'm not leaving." I say quietly.

"Astrid-" He breaks of suddenly.

"What?" I ask in the same empty voice.

"What's Toothless doing?"

"Licking Hiccup."

"No! Hiccup's wound isn't bleeding anymore."

"What?" I gasp and sit up straight- Jolting Lucinda slightly in the motion- my eyes going straight to Hiccup's wound. Gobber's right. There's no blood. "But… It was bleeding like crazy a minute ago." I say, shocked to the core. Lucinda stirs in my arms and I shush her gently.

Toothless licks Hiccup's wound again. His saliva sinking into the wound and… closing the gap.

I gasp again. "Toothless' saliva has healing properties." My face cups Hiccup's face and I look hopefully into his eyes.

"Yeah," Gobber starts. "But that would have to be a strong healing property." His voice is full of amazement. "Astrid I wouldn't get your hopes up… Hiccup was already dead I think before Toothless star-"

Hiccup groans softy.

"He's alive!" I yell grasping his shoulders tightly; tears streaming out my eyes, once again.

Gobber covers his mouth with his hands and shakes his head in awe at Hiccup then at Toothless. "No possible…"

But then Hiccup's eyes flicker open revealing the warmth of a lush green meadow.

**YAY! I told you to have faith in me!;D Firstly I just want to thank Transformers0 for his AMAZING idea of having Astrid sing Lucinda the lullaby 'Baby Of Mine' from Dumbo. Thank you!:D And also thanks to Dumbo the movie for creating the lullaby!;D **

**Anyway I hope you enjoyed this chapter. Don't forget to review!:) **
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Chapter 12- Happily ever after…

I moan as I toss my head against the soft pillows. Pain slices through my chest and I whine in agony. I feel cool fingers brushing through my hair and her voice, like a soft breeze floating through my ears; a promise.

"Shhh. It's okay. You're going to be okay. You're safe." A small cry penetrates my ears and her laugh diffuses into my heart. "You're _both_ safe and you're _both_ mine." A high pitched giggle- like sound rebounds around my skull, washing the pain momentarily away.

My eyes flutter open and I squint for a second- my eyes adjusting to the golden, sunlight casting shadows around the room. _Lily's_ I think instantly. _I'm in Lily's. Why am I in Lily's?_

Then it all comes flooding back, like a tsunami, making my head pound like a drum. Savage. The flash of a sliver knife. Astrid's scream. Lucinda's scream. Blinding pain ripping through the very core of my existence. Blurred shapes. A faint white light.

I gasp. What happened?

"Good morning lazy." I hear a voice drawl from my right.

I turn my head jerkily and take in the sight of Astrid- her cheeks as radiant as the sun- her arms wrapped around a tiny form in soft blankets. A pink face pecks from beneath the furs- tufts of vibrant red hair glow in the light. _Lucinda. My Lucinda. I'm a daddy._ Tears sting at the back of my eyes. I'm a _daddy._ They cascade down my face, following invisible train tracks.

I reach my hand out and stroke my baby's cheek with my middle finger. Astrid's face breaks into a smile as the action. "What happened?" I whisper, my voice weak and croaky, my eyes never leaving the form of our child.

"Do you remember Savage holding a knife to your chest?"

I nod then stop abruptly when rocks dance against my head.

"He stabbed you then all hell broke loose. Berk fought like crazy against his pathetic little mutts and we won." My head processes the words fuzzily and slowly, as if I'm half asleep. "You were dying though and there was so much blood and I didn't know what to do and then Toothless…" He voice breaks and tears fill her eyes.

"Hey… Shh…" I whisper softly, grasping her hand in mine and softly tracing circles round her palm in a soothing gesture.

"Then Toothless started licking you and it was his saliva." She sniffs. "He saved you. I was so scared, I didn't know how I'd cope without you and Lucy was screaming in my arms and I just…" She breaks of again and buries her face in the crook of my shoulder. Clutching Lucinda to her chest.

"Hey… It's okay now. I'm okay." I reach up and kiss her forehead, leaving my fingers to tangle themselves in her hair.

She chokes back a sob. "I'm sorry Hiccup I was just so scared…"

"I know. It's okay. We're okay. We're safe. We're a family and we're safe." She relaxes against me. "Where's Savage now?" I venture.

"Gone. Disappeared. Left his army to fight and the little coward ran off." She says, her voice muffled by my shoulder.

I bite my lip. Gone again. Where _did_ he keep going? I abruptly wince as I feel Lucinda tighten her little fists around my wound and Astrid recoils at the movement.

"I'm sorry Hiccup I've just been going on about me and everything and what happened." She apologises uncharacteristically. "How are _you_ feeling?"

"I'm okay. It still hurts a bit but I'll pull through." I say giving her a light tipped smile.

She smiles back and stokes my bangs from my face with her fingers, placing a sleepy Lucinda in a cot beside the bed.

"Lily said it would. Toothless healed the wound to a certain degree but it'll still be painful for the next few weeks- you'll have to take it easy and NOT go flying."

"What?" I splutter. "No flying!"

"Nope! Not for at least two weeks."

"That's insane! Come on Astrid don't but me on ground arrest."

"Alright I won't put you on ground arrest. I'll put you on house arrest instead." She says giving me a sly grin and stretching her hands forward in victory.

I huff indignantly. She grins and presses her lips to mine. I moan in pleasure as her fingers trail through my hair and round the back of my neck. She smiles into my lips as I curl my own hands round her waist and press her closer to me. "Astrid…" I breathe. In response she pushes her tongue past my teeth and…

WAAAAA!

Astrid groans in annoyance as Lucinda's screams penetrate the room. "She only just fell asleep!" I exclaim.

"You might want to get used to it." Astrid deadpans, lifting the tiny creature from her cot and reaching onto the bedside table to pick up a bottle of milk. "She's never slept more than three hours without screaming so loud the windows smash.

It's then that I notice the purple bruises creating bags underneath her eyes. How long have I been asleep? "I'll take her." I whisper, wincing as I sit up further on the pillows. Astrid willingly hands the screaming child into my arms. I gently rock her back and forth as I reach out for the bottle- my fingers cascading over Astrid's as we make the pass.

"Hey… Shhh…" I press the bottle gently between her lips and she sucks on it as if her life depends on it. "Whoa… you're a hungry little Viking aren't you flower?" I coo softly. She fixes her emerald gaze onto mine as she drinks; emerald- my eyes. And fluffy forests of red hair like Dad's. Astrid leans her head on my shoulder sleepily as I lose myself in my daughter's features.

Xxxxxxxxxxxxxx

Creak!

My eyes snap open and my neck instantly cracks. I wince in pain glancing down at Hiccup's form. His arms are locked around Lucinda in a protective embrace. I smile down at her smooth and relaxed face. I have a baby. A baby. And she's perfectly safe. I gently brush Hiccup's hair from his eyes and reshape the pillows to curve around his head comfortably.

"Admiring your family?" I hear a voice behind me. I turn to find Lily standing against the door; a small smile tugging at her lips.

"They're so beautiful." I say.

"They are." She agrees pushing herself from the wall to sit beside me on the end of the bed. "I always wanted a child."

"Why didn't you?" I ask suddenly curiosity getting the better of my common sense. "I mean… you don't… that was a bit forward…"

She laughs lightly. "It's okay. I tried with my husband but it didn't work and…" She bites her lip, her eyes darkening as if revealing some horrific memory. I take her hand. "He started to get angry, he started hitting me. I understand why he hurt me; he just wanted a child and I was the block- stopping him from getting his dream. I don't blame him for leaving me with someone else. I mean I found a love for helping others here being the healer and everything turned out okay. When he left Berk I just tried to forget."

For a moment I'm at a loss for words. How could someone hit their lover for a mistake that they couldn't help?

She shifts suddenly standing, "Anyway that was a long time ago." I look at her smooth face, young still. A small scar lines her left cheek. I think back too all those years of breaking wrists and spraining ankles, grazing elbows and knees. How did I never notice how haunted she was?

"I think we'll need a lot of help with Lucy soon. You're free to look after her sometimes if you're not too busy." I say softly.

Her face lights up in a smile, "I'd love to. Thank you Astrid." I reach up and hug her as dawn drifts through the closed curtains.

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx

A high pitched wail greets my ears and I growl, sleep tying me down like an anchor does a ship. It's then that I notice the shifting movement in my arms. Lucinda! My eyes snap awake and zoom to the hungry form in my arms. "Hey… Shh… it's okay daddy's here baby. Daddy's got you honey." My heart melts as her crying ceases into little hiccups. I rock her gently and reach for the ready bottles on the side. Settling down I get Lucinda sucking lightly. I'm just sinking back on the soft pillows when a burst of blonde hair flies into the room.

Astrid relaxes instantly when she sees me cradling Lucy. She smiles, love blooming from her eyes at our form. I hold out my spare arm and she snuggles into me; her lips grazing my cheek as she does. Her fingers smooth back Lucy's hair as the child fixes her emerald orbs on Astrid's sapphire ones, her lips never once ceases the mad sucking on the creamy milk.

"It's like we're starving her!" I exclaim.

Astrid giggles. "Well… I think we better expect some tough months ahead."

I grin and kiss her forehead. "Somehow I don't think we're strangers to tough times." I say flashing images of Savage, Drago and Dagur flittering across my head like static.

"No… that's for sure." She replies her voice and gaze faraway.

I wrap my arms around my family- holding them close to my heart.

**THE END! YAY!;D **

**Never fear readers because I have two more stories planned and ready to write and upload!:) The next story should be called 'Invisible Killer' as long as I don't randomly change my mind;P The tittle sounds sinister but it's a lot less of my usual torture, death, sacrifice theme and more legend and mystery. I'll try and get it uploaded within the next few weeks but I can't promise anything. Also if you're interested in finding more about the next story I've just uploaded a little trailer on my You-Tube account. Funnily enough my You-Tube account is called Acia Granger. You never would've guessed. **

**I hope you enjoyed this story- let me know what you thought of the story as a whole, and this chapter, in the reviews!;)**

**Finally I just want to say a MASSIVE THANK YOU to everyone who followed, reviewed or added this story or any of my other stories or me to my favourites. THANK YOU THANK YOU THANK YOU!:D **

**See you, hopefully, soon!:D **


End file.
